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The Birds and the Bees 
by Mr_Customs_ Man 


Summary 


Most omegaverse stories take their inspiration from wolf biology, but the animal kingdom is 
far more varied and interesting than that. Each chapter within this is its own separate one- 
shot, painting a different omegaverse based on a variety of animal species. 


Bees 


Chapter Summary 


Bees are broken up into three subclasses: queens, workers, and drones. Workers are the 
most numerous, always female, and are also infertile. The queen alone produces eggs to 
resupply the hive with more workers. Drones are males and their sole role in the hive is 
to fertilize the queen during the nuptial flight. 


Pairings: Severus/Regulus, Severus/Lily, Severus/James, Severus/Sirius 


A hive was not a mere house to live in. It was not blood, and it was not DNA. It was not even 
its Omega Queen. A hive was culture, it was language, and stories, and crafts, and secrets 
passed down through the hive’s long line of infertile Betas. Omegas and Alphas came and 
went, traded between hives like spices and gold, but the Betas stayed. While the Alpha 
fathers patrolled the perimeter of their territory, guarding it zealously with sharpened sticks, 
and the Omega queens nursed their young, safe and protected in the family cave, their 
stomachs heavy with another little one on the way, the Betas would gather nuts and fruits. 
They wove baskets and made weapons. They mastered fire and the wheel. They created 
markets, taking the hive’s Beta children along with them, to teach them how to haggle, and 
strike deals with neighboring hives. ““We have four Alpha children, and one Omega,” the 
Betas of one hive would say. “Two Alphas, two Omegas,” another would answer. They made 
bargains, and, when old enough, the hive’s Omega and Alpha children would be sent 
packing, to be absorbed into new hives. Each hive would have only one adult Omega, several 
adult Alphas — the more Alphas, the more prosperous the hive — and an untold number of 
Betas. 


“The whole point is to ensure genetic diversity,” Sev insisted. “Your insistence on taking in 
only pureblood Alphas would defeat the whole purpose.” 


“The Black hive has standards,” Regulus insisted. 
“Your standards are what got you into this mess.” 


There may be something to that, loathe as Regulus was to admit it. The Blacks were well on 
the way to becoming extinct, much like the Gaunts. Two Betas to every Alpha, four to every 
Omega, that was the average, and yet what few children the Black family had managed to 
produce turned out to be almost exclusively Alpha. A hive could not exist without Betas— 
legally, as well as biologically, since only Betas could inherit. A Beta-less hive was a defunct 
hive, its assets divided, its Alphas and Omegas left adrift, to be absorbed into another hive if 
they could manage or else to fend for themselves. 


Out of all the surviving Black children — Bellatrix, Andromeda, Narcissa, Sirius, and Regulus 
— only Reggie was Beta, and the rest Alphas. Maybe Sev was right; maybe genetics had 
something to do with it. For every other Black Beta conceived to have died in the womb, or 
else arrived into this world stillborn— surely there must be something wrong with his family, 
on a fundamental level. Walburga, after all, had been born a Black; from an off-shoot hive, of 
course, but still a Black, unthinkable to those outside of pureblood circles. Sev is only a half- 
blood himself, Reg thought. What's one more mudblood? 


Reg would have never dared think of such a thing just a few short months ago, before Sev 
had ousted his mother from the hive. The former Omega Queen, Walburga, had sunk her 
claws deep into her son; he was her only hope, the Black hive's single heir, and without him 
she would no longer be a Black, but a roving, hiveless Omega like Sev's mother Eileen. 


Usually, these things weren't handled so harshly. When the old Queen grew past her 
childbearing years, a new Omega would be traded for and adopted into the hive. The Queen 
Mother would continue on, teaching the new, young Queen everything he or she would need 
to know, and be taken care of in her old age by her Beta sons and daughters. But usually does 
not mean always. Sometimes a Queen, for whatever reason — be it for abuse, or 
mismanagement, or what have you — would be challenged by the new Queen and thrown out 
of the hive. Such was the case of Walburga. Cruel, controlling, paranoid Walburga; now she 
was no longer Lady Black, not a Black at all, but simply Walburga. And the Omega to have 
done it? Severus Snape, half-blood and poor as a churchmouse and nearly feral. He was the 
only one Regulus could turn to, the only one with enough balls (metaphorically speaking) to 
even try and take on his mother. 


And so they sat at a dining table meant for twenty, in Grimmauld Place, just the two of them— 
the last Black Beta and his new Queen. They were in desperate need of Alphas; if not for 
protection — this wasn't the Stone Age after all, they hardly needed to worry about lone 
Alphas raiding their hive — then to push Sev into swarming. They needed children to ensure 
their hive's survival, and Reg couldn't give Sev that. 


But why did Sev insist on having that red-haired Gryffindor? 
Reg tilted his head back and groaned. “Fine,” he huffed out. “You can bond with her.” 


Severus smiled, and it was such a rare thing to see that Reg let go of any lingering 
resentment. Severus leaned over the table and kissed him on the lips, the taste of honey and 
spice exploding across his lips. Queen Mandibular Pheromone; the bonding secretion that 
tied Severus to Regulus and Regulus to Severus. And now Lily too, it seemed. 


“Whoa,” Lily breathed as she stepped inside Grimmauld Place. The first Muggleborn to do 
so. She looked at Sev, cracked a grin, and mouthed “Fancy!” 


Regulus wanted to be annoyed with her, that voice that was Walburga's that he had not yet 
managed to kill hissing mudblood in the back of his brain. But she smelled like Sev, and that— 
that meant something. “Alpha quarters are on the first floor. You can pick whichever room 
you want, they're all free. In this hive, you will be expected to dress up for dinner, which is 
promptly at eight. Your dining quarters are just through there. The main dining hall is for 


Betas and the Queen. I'll leave you to it.” He turned swiftly, heading upstairs to his office. He 
doubted Lily would even bother staying in the Alpha quarters, not with the way she was 
tangled up with Sev. 


So he was surprised when Sev slipped up behind him and asked, “Can I sleep in your 
bedroom tonight?” 


“That's hardly proper, and anyway I'd have thought you'd rather be with Lily.” 
“T want to make sure you're alright.” 


Regulus felt himself glow warm with love and, seeing the tender affection in Sev's eyes, he 
thought, it's now or never— “Can I ask you for a favour?” 


“Of course.” 


“T know it's not the done thing, it's not quite proper— I mean, he's my alpha brother, he's not 
supposed to stay in the same hive he grew up in— but my mother should have never tried to 
trade him to that Jom Riddle— he's over fifty! And now Sirius is a lone Alpha—” 


The love and affection in Severus's eyes slowly cooled as Regulus continued to ramble. 
“What exactly are you asking me to do?” He asked slowly, silkily. 


Reg tried for a smile. “Bond with my brother?” 
“Are you out of your mind!?” 


“You got to keep Lily, I think I should be allowed to keep Sirius.” And, seeing the dark, 
brooding expression, the one he remembered from school, Regulus rushed to reassure him, 
“If he does anything to hurt you, I'll drive him out of the hive myself. And you’ve got Lily to 
protect you, she’s your—” It was hard to get the word out. “Alpha.” 


Severus softened. “Alright. For your sake, Reg.” 


Sirius had fled the hive the night Walburga told him she had struck a deal with Riddle’s Betas 
(not allowed, not allowed, if anyone was to make a deal it should have been Regulus, but he'd 
only been a child, just fourteen), and that he was going to join his hive after graduation as one 
of Tom Riddle’s many, many Alphas. He already had Bellatrix, and now he wanted another 
Black Alpha to add to his collection, except Sirius refused. He had fled the family home in 
the middle of the night, seeking refuge in the Potter hive. Walburga had very nearly 
challenged Fleamont Potter to a duel when she heard the Omega Queen had stolen her son 
and bonded with him, taking him in and raising him up as if he was his own son, as another 
Potter Alpha, like James. 


But the Potter hive, although magically strong, had never been numerous. Another black 
mark against pureblood breeding practices. Charlus Potter was very much like Regulus in 
that he had been the last Potter Beta to be born, the last child born for his parents were unable 
to have any others. He had spent a fortune in trade with the other Pureblood families in order 
to secure an Omega and Alphas for his hive, the Omega being, like Walburga, a Potter by 


birth from an off-shoot hive. Decades had passed, and despite swarming not a single child 
was born. By the time Potter’s Omega Queen, Fleamont, managed to birth his only son in his 
late forties, almost all the hive’s Alphas were gone, having jumped ship for a new hive after 
seeing how the wind was blowing. Only Euphemia had stayed on, and it was rare for large 
hives that were so typical of pureblood families to know who the father was of any given 
child, but for James there was no one else. And as for James Potter... the boy was an Alpha, 
not the long-hoped for Beta. 


A dragonpox epidemic had swept through Wizarding Britain not long after Regulus had 
graduated, and it affected the elderly far worse than it did the young. Charlus, Fleamont, and 
Euphemia had all perished, and once Charlus died so did his hive. The Potter hive was no 
more, its assets were divided up among the closest living Beta relatives from other hives — 
even Regulus had received a small inheritance upon its dissolution — and the two remaining 
Alphas, James and Sirius, were given a small lump sum, not even enough to live on. 


Regulus didn’t much care what happened to James Potter, but he grew up with Sirius, he still 
thought of him as his brother even if he was now technically a Potter. He didn’t want to see 
him end up in a gutter and... and if he was honest he was a little scared. He didn’t want the 
Black hive to be destroyed as the Potter hive had been; 1f Sev wasn’t able to produce any 
Betas before Regulus died, then what would happen to him? To Lily even? She was part of 
his hive now, after all. How would they survive? Regulus needed to secure as many Alphas 
as he could for his Queen, that was his job. They must have children. 


“T agreed to your brother, Regulus, not Potter too!” 


Regulus winced and rubbed his brow from where he sat at his desk. His Queen sat just behind 
him in a plush, velvet chair, and their hive's lone Alpha stood guard by the door. His brother 
Sirius stood defiantly in front of him, arms crossed, James Potter next to him. They both 
looked a bit rough for wear, their once fine clothes soiled and tattered. They hardly looked 
like the once great Alphas of a wealthy hive as they had in school. 


Negotiations like these were the purview of the Betas, meaning Sev — despite all his Queenly 
status — was meant to be seen and not heard. Sev had yet to shut his mouth; Reg had a feeling 
that if he told Severus he needed to act more like a proper Omega Queen, he'd hex his non- 
working bollocks off. And Lily! She hardly radiated the strength and power that was typical 
of Alphas. At first glance, she'd be mistaken for an Omega. Regulus felt a headache coming 
on; his hive was a mess. 


“Like I want to bugger you, Snivellus!” James snapped back. 
Sev cracked a grin. “You were the one who tried to undress me at the lake.” 


The strangled sound James Potter made was so high-pitched it made Reg's ears ring. James 
pulled out his wand, and Sirius, always a step behind him, drew his too. Lily was quick, 
shouting, "You arrogant toerag!" and Sev was no proper Omega Queen, his ebony wand 
already in hand and laying down curses, and before Reg knew it spells were flying left and 
right above his head. 


He folded his arms on top of his desk and dropped his head down. 


A tentative truce sprang up between them all. 


Typically, the Alphas of large, wealthy hives like the Blacks ate separately from the Betas 
and the Queen, but Severus refused to let Lily eat all by herself and insisted she dine next to 
him at the head of the table. James and Sirius — now named Black once more — stated that if 
Lily was allowed to eat at the formal dining table, then they would too. 


Regulus sat on Severus's right, across from Lily who was at the Queen's left. Next to Regulus 
was Sirius, and sitting beside Lily was James. It had only been a week since Severus had 
bonded with James and Sirius, and no one was really sure how they were supposed to act 
around the other. Eating was a tense affair; no one said anything, no looked at each other. 
They focused on their food and muddled through as best they could. 


“Sev?” He heard Lily whisper. “Sev, are you feeling okay?” 


Regulus looked up. Beads of sweat were dotting Sev's forehead. His breath was coming out 
in little pants, his pupils blown wide. James and Sirius sat watching him, hardly moving, like 
two great cats ready to pounce. 


Oh. Oh. 
It was time. 


Regulus swallowed. “I'll- I'll just prepare the bed chamber for you.” He stood up and hurried 
away, feeling upset and angry and embarrassed. He didn't know why. It was stupid. This 
whole thing was stupid. He had wanted Severus to swarm, he needed him to. Their hive 
depended on it, and Regulus was upset about it? 


Regulus called for Kreacher and the two hurried to prepare the Queen's Chamber for the 
oncoming swarm, filling it with food and pitchers of water and towels; any convenience they 
might desire. But by the time Regulus made it back down to the dining room to escort 
Severus upstairs, he was too late. James was on the floor, on his back, his cock thrusting into 
Severus's cunt as his Queen used him for his own pleasure. Sev's robes had been torn off and 
flung across a chair, leaving him in only the white, almost translucent underrobe. Regulus 
could see where the two were joined, every push, every pull, that wet cunt clenching as Sev 
rode James for all that he was worth, Lily kneeling behind him, one slim hand tangled in his 
hair, licking the shell of his ear, and Sirius standing, watching, tugging on his cock and 
waiting his turn like a good Alpha. 


He watched James cum, watched as Sev lifted up just enough so that wet cock could slide out 
of him, and then he was pushed forward, James reaching around to brace Severus against his 
chest as Lily took up position behind him, her cock teasing the rim of his hole. Severus 
snarled something, chastising her for taking too long maybe, because he pushed back 
suddenly, taking her down to the root in one fell swoop. 


Regulus slowly backed out of the dining room. 


A proper Beta was chaste. A proper Beta lacked any sexual desire at all. It's not like a Beta 
could breed, after all. 


Regulus knew that many Betas entered into sexual relations with other Betas, but it wasn't the 
sort of thing that was talked about. Most pureblood hives were very conservative and would 
prefer not to think of a Beta having sex at all. 


Regulus palmed his hardening cock through his robes. There were no other Betas in his hive, 
there was only him, and even if there were — even if— Regulus didn't want a Beta. He wanted 
Severus. He wanted his Queen. Unthinkable. Perverse. 


He slipped his hand underneath his robes... 


Regulus let out a yelp when his bedroom door was thrown open and Severus shuffled in, 
naked but for the table cloth wrapped around his shoulders, skin marred with finger-shaped 
bruises and love-bites, eyes glazed over and fucked silly. 


“Reg,” came the plaintive cry and Severus didn't even seem to notice that Regulus had his 
hand wrapped around his cock just out of sight as he crawled onto the bed next to him and 
cuddled into his shoulder. “TI did it, Reg.” 


“You sure did,” he said with a smile, wondering how he might be able to discreetly pull his 
hand out of his robes. 


“Do you think it took?” Sev asked, staring blearily up at him. “Do you think I'll have a 
Beta?” 


“T don't see why not.” 


“T want to be a good Queen.” He snuggled closer and then... he finally noticed the suspicious 
tenting of his robes. Sev, drunk with pheromones, giggled and poked at the covered cock with 
a finger. “Need some help with that, Reg?” 


“T— uh—” This was not supposed to happen. “If— if you're still swarming, there's Alphas—” 


Severus waved his hand. “Oh, they passed out a while ago. Useless things Alphas are. Even 
Lily had to tap out after a while. We'll need to get more Alphas before the next swarm, there's 
really not enough.” He said all of this as he pushed Reg's robes up to his waist, his cock 
springing free. Sev leaned down, pressed that large, hooked nose against the soft, velvety 
flesh and breathed in deep. “Let me take care of you, Reggie. You take such good care of 
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me. 


A pink tongue darted out from between Sev's lips, licking at the head, before opening his 
mouth and swallowing down. Regulus threw back his head and groaned. His hive was not a 
typical pureblood hive, but it was his all the same and he loved it. 


Anglerfish 


Chapter Summary 


Anglerfish reproduction is best described as parasitic. The anglerfish puzzled scientists 
for a long time because every anglerfish they examined was female and exhibited 
strange, tumorous growths all over their bodies. They eventually found out that male 
anglerfish attach themselves to the larger females and, eventually, their bodies would be 
absorbed into the females, leaving only their testes (the "tumorous growths" the 
scientists found). 


Pairing: Severus/Sirius, Severus/Remus 


Severus smiled when he spotted Lily waiting for him at a small table-for-two outside 
Fortescue's Ice Cream Parlour, baby Harry in his pram by her side. Severus preferred using a 
sling, and he braced a hand against the soft, downy hair on Aaron's head, holding him against 
his chest, as he pulled out the chair across from Lily and settled in. 


“Let me see, let me see,” Lily crowed as Sev pulled the sling back to show the baby. “Aww! 
There's my godson! So cute! Hey, I think he has Sirius's eyes!” 


Severus groaned. “I know. Sirius hasn't shut up about it.” 
Lily giggled. “Who would have thought you and Sirius Black, together forever.” 


“Oh, I'm paying for it now. The stupid mutt never shuts up. Last night he managed to take 
control while I was asleep and turned into a damned dog. Ran around the whole 
neighborhood. I woke with the taste of kibble in my mouth.” 


Lily was howling by the time Severus finished his story, and even he couldn't help but join in. 
As much grief as Sirius had caused him throughout the years, Severus didn't have it in him to 
begrudge the man these few small freedoms. 


The two Omegas were still laughing when they finally went up to the counter to order. 
Chocolate! I want chocolate! 

“Plain vanilla, thank you,” Severus said with a devious smile. 

No! You bastard! 


Just because he felt some sympathy for the mutt, didn't mean Severus was any less of a prick. 


“You never actually told me how you two got together,” Lily said as they sat back down at 
their table. She pushed the pram back and forth, back and forth as Harry fussed a little in his 
sleep. 


“It's hardly worthy of a romance novel. We ran into each other at a pub, we got shitfaced, 
Sirtus showed me his cock, it was huge, I fucked him, the end.” 


Lily shook her head, still smiling. “How have you two been getting along?” 


Severus let his hands drop onto the table, startling Aaron, and making the boy cry a little. 
“Sorry, sorry,” he whispered, kissing his head until he settled down, and then, focusing his 
attention back onto Lily, “I've told you. He literally. Will. Not. Shut. Up.” 


Haha, what's the matter, Snivellus? Don't you like my conversation? 
Shut it, you. I'm trying to speak with an intellectual equal for once. 


“Hm,” Lily rubbed at her chin. “He's probably lonely. You should probably bond with 
another Alpha. Provide him with some company.” 


“And have two Alphas living rent-free inside my head? No thank you.” Severus looked at 
her. “And what about you and Potter?” 


“Oh, I think he'd cry if I got another Alpha.” 


“All the more reason to. You know I love it when Potter cries. I heard Lupin still hasn't been 
claimed.” 


Lily sighed. “You're hopeless. I know you and Potter and Black had your issues, but don't you 
feel even a little sorry for them?” 


“No,” Severus lied. “They're Alphas. It's biology. They knew how it would end the moment 
they were born.” 


“And what if Aaron was an Alpha?” 


“He's not,” Sev insisted, swooping down to place another kiss on that small, soft face. “He's 
an Omega.” 


Lily was silent for a moment, carefully spooning her ice cream. “Harry's an Alpha.” 
Sev felt his heart stop. “Lils—” 


The spoon clattered into the bowl. “It's— it's so unfair,” she sobbed. “I'm supposed to spend 
years raising him, caring for him, loving him, only for an Omega to come along and— and— 
absorb him!?” 


Severus had never given much thought to the plight of Alphas. Why should he? There were 
no famous Alpha scientists, no Alpha leaders, no Alpha generals. They were barely a 
footnote in the book of history. Honestly, he doesn't even know why their parents send them 


to Hogwarts. Waste of time and effort if you asked him. An Alpha can have only one future: 
as a parasite, attached to their Omega host. They served no other purpose. 


Come on, Sev. You're smarter than that. All those Omega potioneers you look up to, you 
don't think not a single one was helped along by an Alpha? You have access to all my 
thoughts, all my memories, all my magic. It's not just you anymore. It's us. 


It was a fact of biology. Alphas were not meant to live in this world. When the time came, 
when they were sexually mature and ready to mate, they sought out an Omega. 


Not just any Omega, Sev. It's not all biology. We can feel love too. 


They mated. They mated until there was nothing left of the Alpha, their bodies dying, their 
sperm resting safe and sound in a special organ to be used throughout the Omega's lifetime. 
The only thing that remained of the Alpha's mind, of their personality, was a little voice 
inside the Omega's mind. And, sometimes, if the Alpha was especially powerful, they might 
be able to wrestle a little bit of control for themselves, as Sirius was now doing, using 
Severus's hand to spoon another bite of ice cream into their mouth. 


“He won't die, not really.” Severus had never been very good at comfort. “His body might 
die, but his mind will live on. Whoever he chooses to spend the rest of his life with will know 
his thoughts and feelings, and they'll tell you all about Harry and how he's doing.” 


“But it won't be my son! I don't want to go through a proxy! How will I know if his Omega is 
telling me the truth? He could be screaming, dying to get out and— and- there's nothing I'll be 
able to do. Sev,” she cried, tears streaming down her face. “I want to see my son's face as he 
grows old.” 


Even if little Harry never bonded, he would never grow old. An Alpha's life expectancy was 
only half that of an Omega's. 


Honestly, bonding is a good thing, Severus insisted, to himself or to Sirius, he didn't know. 
You wouldn't get to experience half the things you have without me. 


You've experienced them, Sev. Not me. 
What I feel, you feel. 


Lily wiped the tears from her cheek. “I don't want to be left with only pictures.” 


Do you regret bonding with me? Severus asked as he made his way home, clutching Aaron 
close to his chest. His Omega child. He would always have his Omega child. 


T regret the fact you insist on waking up at six o'clock every morning, you fucking maniac. 
Would it kill you to let us sleep in once in a while? 


Be serious— 


I'm always Sirius. 


Do you or do you not regret bonding with me? 
His mind was silent for a long time. 


Sometimes, Sirius quietly admitted. I miss my body. I was a handsome devil, wasn't I? I 
miss making my own decisions. You wouldn't even let me name my own son. 


You wanted to name him Betelgeuse. 
Hey, it's traditional in my family to name kids after stars! 
Your family is clinically insane. 


Their conversation tapered off as Severus entered Grimmauld Place. He fed Aaron, changed 
him, and placed him on a blanket in the middle of the parlour for a little tummy time. 


But overall? No, I don't regret it. I wouldn't be able to have this, Sirius said as Severus 
blew raspberries on their baby's stomach, making him squeal with delight. When you hold 
him, I can feel him too. We really made a beautiful kid, didn't we? 


He looks just like you. 
As I said, we made a beautiful child. 
Prick. 


Again, they fell silent as Severus got Aaron ready for bed. He rocked the boy, sang to him, 
ran his hand down his back, until he finally, finally, closed his eyes. As Severus laid him in 
the crib, Sirius said, 


Do you want to know what made me decide to bond with you? 


Now that was an interesting question. There had always been something between them — Lily 
used to call it ‘belligerent sexual tension’ — but their personalities had been like oil and water. 
Sirius used to torment him in school, played pranks on him, called him ugly, and Severus got 
him back for every insult and then some. By the time they graduated from Hogwarts their 
respective disciplinary records were nearly a foot long each. But then, that night they ran into 
each other at the pub, Sirius was all over him, practically plastered to his side. /t’s biology, 
Sev had thought. They were twenty-five years old. That need to mate, to bond, must have 
been driving Sirius to madness. Honestly, he was convinced Sirius would have bonded with 
any Omega that night, but it had been Sev that he ran into. 


A memory flashed through his brain, but it was not his memory. It was Sirius’s. Severus saw 
himself, dressed up in Muggle clothes, his sallow skin pale and clammy as he vomited beside 
a couple of garbage bins. Sirius was helpfully holding his hair back as Severus puked up 
everything he had drank that night. 


Oh, lovely. 


He could hear Sirius chuckle inside his head. 


“When the fuck did I drink vodka!?” Severus drunkenly shouted in Sirius's memory. “Black, 
how could you let me drink vodka!?” 


Sirius was trying valiantly not to laugh. “I swear, Sniv, unless you drank it before I arrived, 
you have not had any vodka.” 


“T can taste it! I can!” Severus watched as his past self ran a tongue over his teeth. “Yep, 
that’s fucking vodka. Fuck, and it tastes expensive too, and now it’s all over the ground! I 
could have just bought a bottle and poured it out myself, it would have saved time!” 


And Sirius lifted his head back and howled with laughter. 


Severus found himself standing in his baby’s room again, leaning over the crib, stroking the 
downy black hairs on Aaron’s head. 


I knew that whatever might happen, at least you’d be able to make me laugh. 
Severus leaned down to kiss Aaron, knowing that Sirtus would be able to feel it. 
Is Lily right? Are you lonely? Do you want me to bond with another Alpha? 

I wouldn’t mind some company in here, but I'll be alright if it’s just me and you. 
What about Lupin? 


He could feel Sirius’s hesitation. Really? You’d want to? I wouldn't think you would, you 
know, because of his lycanthropy. 


It’s a disease of the blood. It’s not sexually transmitted. I promise you, his little swimmers 
won t turn into tiny werewolves inside my womb every month. 


Sirius laughed. See? I told you. You can always make me laugh. 


“You look like shit,” Severus announced when Lupin opened the door. 


“Astute observation, as always,” Lupin dryly answered. “It’s no wonder you received top 
marks in class.” 


“Let me in. I’ve got something I want to say to you, and I’d rather not do it where your 
neighbors can hear.” 


Lupin sighed and allowed Severus to step inside his tiny, Knockturn apartment. The inside 
looked just as awful as the outside; broken down, leaking roof, peeling wallpaper. “What a 
dump!” 


Lupin’s eye twitched. “If you’ve just come here to gloat, I’d rather you hold off until I’ve got 
something a bit more fortifying in me.” 


Lupin looked like he could use a stiff drink. He was pale, and bruised, and thin. He looked 
ready to blow away, and Severus knew, he suddenly knew, that Remus Lupin was dying. 
Muggle Alphas, if they didn’t bond, lived, on average, thirty-five years; wixen lasted a bit 
longer, living as long as fifty years old. But Lupin’s lycanthropy had taken a toll on his body, 
and Lupin being... well, Lupin, Severus doubted he’d ever get the nerve to approach an 
Omega. Severus might be his only hope. 


“If I wanted to gloat I would have done it in public. There’s no point without an audience. 
No, no, I came here to procure a playmate for the man who shot his load in me, died, and 
now lives inside my brain,” Severus succinctly informed him as he unpinned his cloak and 
draped it over a kitchen chair. 


It took Lupin a few minutes to catch up. “What— You— you’re bonded to Sirius, aren’t you?” 
“So it seems. The mutt never seems to shut up about it.” 

“And— and you want to bond with me too?” 

“Yes, yes, we both do. Now take off your trousers.” 

“Are you sure?” Lupin asked, even as he unbuckled his belt. 


“Yes, I’m sure. Out of the Marauders, you were always the most tolerable.” Severus said as 
he shucked off his robes, ignoring Sirius’s offended Hey! “What about you? Do you want to 
bond with me? We were never exactly friends.” 


“Out of all the Slytherins, you were always the most tolerable,” Lupin said with a smile and 
let his trousers and pants drop to the floor. 


“Fuck, you’re bigger than Sirius was,” Severus breathed out, eyeing the monstrosity between 
Lupin’s legs hungrily. He wasn’t even hard yet! 


No he isn’t! It’s— it’s just a trick of the light! 


Shut up, I’ve had nothing but my own hand and a dildo these past two years, you are not 
going to ruin this for me! 


Easy for you to say, at least you get to have as many Alphas you want. The one time I 
knotted an Omega, I fucking died. 


They met in a crushing kiss, their teeth scraping against each other. The apartment consisted 
only of one small room and a kitchenette, so it was no trouble at all for Lupin to pick him up 
and drop him on the bed. It squeaked horribly, and Severus belatedly realized that neither of 
them had put up any Silencing spells, but then Lupin was there, draping over him, his hand 
on his cock. Severus bucked into his grip, crying out in want. 


The sun was shining high in the sky, the moon nowhere to be seen, but Lupin thrust hard and 
deep inside of him, fucking him like an animal, like a beast. Severus’s legs were pressed 
against his chest, his feet waving high in the air as Lupin worked into him. The only thing he 
could do was hold on as every thrust felt like a punch, making him see stars, his entire body 


electrified. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” he repeated like a mantra. He could feel the knot 
expanding. 


When it pushed its way inside of him, Severus shook with the force of his orgasm. It took 
him several long seconds for him to come back down, to realize that Lupin was shivering 
above him. 


“Hey,” Severus whispered, brushing back the man’s sweat-drenched hair from his face. “It’s 
okay. You can put your weight on me.” 


Lupin let Severus’s legs fall to the side as he eased himself down, his hips stuttering as he 
pumped more cum inside him. It mixed with Sirius’s inside his womb and there it would stay. 
Maybe one day Severus would stop his birth control and give Aaron a little brother or sister, 
and who knows, maybe it will be Lupin’s sperm that will fertilize the egg. Wouldn’t that be 
nice? To have one of each? 


“How long do I have?” Remus asked. 


“Not long after the knot goes down,” Severus said, his lips pressed against his brow. “Sirius 
passed about two hours after. Long enough to take a bath, down a bottle of champagne, and 
make sure he was dressed up in that leather jacket of his. He told me he wanted to go out in 
style. Do you have any requests?” 


“Cremation. Do let my parents know what happened.” 
“Of course.” 


“They’ ll be happy to know I’ve found someone.” He blinked, slow and sleepy. “Are you 
planning on having any more children?” 


“Maybe someday.” 


Remus dozed for a few minutes, until his knot went down. He pulled out and flopped onto his 
back, Severus sat up and leaned over him. Hey, Severus pressed his thoughts forward, can 
you hear me? 


Moony? Sirius called out. 


Remus blinked up at the ceiling. Yes, came the hesitant reply. Yes, I can hear you. I can hear 
both of you. 


Birds of Paradise 


Chapter Summary 


In many bird species, the male is typically brighter, more colourful, and flashier than the 
female. This is especially true for birds of paradise where the males will do an elaborate 
dance to entice females into mating. 


Pairings: Severus/Sirius 


James was bursting with excitement as he and his new friend Sirius stepped onto the 
Hogwarts Express for the very first time. There was something a little odd about Sirius, but 
James didn’t care, he was funny and cool and knew a lot about Muggles for a pureblood. 
They raced, hand-in-hand, through the train, searching for the perfect compartment. 


They threw open a door and saw it unoccupied except for two first years, like them. One was 
small, dark, and ugly, and the other... the other one was the prettiest little girl James had ever 
seen with bright, jade-green eyes and flaming locks of hair. James hated her on sight. 


James had heard all his life that he was pretty. “Look at this handsome young Alpha!” His 
parents’ friends would coo whenever they came around for a visit. “You’re getting prettier 
every day!” And James would preen at the attention. No other Alpha his age could possibly 
compare. Wild black hair, hazel eyes, a perfectly formed face. He did his best to accentuate it, 
buying robes in bright, flashy colours, experimenting with make-up even though his mother 
told him he was still too young for that. He had imagined that he would go on as the belle of 
every ball for all his life. 


That is, until he met Lily Evans. 


How exactly was he supposed to compete with an Alpha like her? With a light twist of her 
foot her red hair would fan behind her in an arc, her scarlet robe flashing gold silk, and every 
Omega within radius would turn to stare. And Severus. Severus Snape. There were Omegas, 
and then there was Severus. He was everything an Omega should be: plain, modest, 
meticulous. Most Omegas all wore the same simple, black uniform, preferring to blend in 
with one another, like a flock of birds, neat and tidy, their bodies turning and twisting in the 
wind, cloaks flapping like wings. But even then James could still pick Severus out from a 
crowd. Maybe it was his innate grace, or the way those large, black eyes would catch sight of 
James from across the courtyard, before flickering demurely back down. Whatever it was, it 
stirred something deep within James. He didn't want just any Omega; he wanted Severus 
Snape. 


He did everything he could to make Severus notice him, but no matter what he did Severus's 
dark eyes would gloss over him, searching for Lily. Lily, who didn't need to perform stunts on 
a broom or act the clown in class, she dazzled the Omegas around her by simply walking into 
a room. Even now, as James sat on the edge of Black Lake, he could see the way Severus's 
eyes lit up as Lily edged closer to him. Severus sat between two other Slytherin Omegas on a 
bench, and the two on either side were giggling and nudging at him as Lily twirled and belted 
out the lyrics to some Muggle song. Severus didn't giggle like the other Omegas; he simply 
watched Lily with hooded eyes, a smile tugging at his lips. Not once did his gaze drift over to 
where James was sitting. 


Lily finished her performance by conjuring a bouquet of roses. “I'll see you at the ball?” She 
asked as Severus gently took the proffered flowers. The smile that had been tugging at the 
comers of his lips bloomed into a grin, and he nodded enthusiastically. 


Sirius Black was not everything an Omega should be. He was too loud, too showy, too... 
pretty. More than once he'd caught an Omega making eyes at him from across the Great Hall, 
only for the Omega to realize their mistake— eyes growing wide with horror, the mocking 
laughter of their friends, as they realized the Alpha was, in fact, an Omega just like them. 
“You are a beautiful child,” his mother had lamented. “Pity you're an Omega. An Omega 
doesn't need to be beautiful. You should have been an Alpha.” 


He's never gone on a single date, except the one pity date with Remus back in fourth year. 
“You're my very dear friend,” Remus had said at the end of it. “But I don't see you like that. 
You've always just been one of the Alphas, you know?” Sirius couldn't believe he'd been 
turned down by a fucking werewolf of all people. 


James had been terribly blunt about the whole thing. “Look, no Alpha wants to date an 
Omega that's prettier than them,” he explained, with a hearty slap on the shoulder. Sirius had 
never seen him do that with other Omegas. Other Omegas got gentle hugs and little forehead 
kisses, and Sirius got slaps and shoulder punches. 


“You're wearing that?” James asked as Sirius came bounding down from the Omega 
dormitories wearing a flamboyant robe of electric blue. “And is that make-up?” 


“Yeah? What's wrong with it?” Sirius asked, giving his robes a twirl, making them fan out 
around him. He didn't miss the way James flinched. 


“That's not what Omegas wear.” 
“Omegas only wear blacks and browns and greys. It's so boring.” 
“It's modest,” James corrected. “You look like an Alpha.” 


“T look like an Alpha anyway. Nothing's going to change that. Even if I put on ‘proper Omega 
robes’ I'll just end up looking like an Alpha in drag, so what's the point? I might as well have 
some fun with it.” 


James smiled, but it looked more like a grimace. Sirius's grin grew a little wider. Once upon a 
time, when they had been kids, James used to think of Sirius as 'the cool Omega.’ The not- 
like-other-Omegas Omega, the Omega who was interested in Alpha things like fashion and 
make-up, the fun Omega. But now that they were older, in their last year at Hogwarts, Sirius 
was no longer cool; now he was just embarrassing. He could practically read James's 
thoughts: why can't you just be like other Omegas? It was the question of his life. Maybe 
someone cursed him at birth to be 'pretty as an Alpha.’ There were Muggle fairy tales like 
that, right? A wicked fairy comes to curse the princess. 


Sirius could spend the rest of his life crying about his face, or he could go out and be exactly 
who he wanted to be and damn all the rest. Either way, he'll still end up alone, but at least 
he'd get to have some fun with the second option. 


“Ready for the ball?” Remus asked as he came down the stairs. His hair was messy, he wore 
only the faintest hint of make-up, which did nothing for his rather mediocre looks. Even his 
robes were on the plainer side; they weren't nearly as brilliant as James's, or even Sirius's, and 
not for the first time did Sirius lament the fact that Remus was born an Alpha. He should 
have been an Omega, and if Sirius had been born an Alpha then no one would bat an eye at 
the two of them getting together. They'd be like Lily and Severus, the perfect couple, fitting 
perfectly inside their predetermined boxes. 


Sirius squeezed in-between the two Alphas and threw an arm around each of them. “Let's 
go!” He shouted, drawing the attention of everyone in the common room as they tumbled out 
of the portrait. James flushed at the spectacle his Omega friend was making, but most of the 
Gryffindors just rolled their eyes; they'd long grown used to this particular Omega's antics. 


Every year a ball was thrown for the graduating seventh years, a ball designed for the Alphas 
to show-off in hopes of enticing an Omega to marriage. When the three friends entered the 
Great Hall, they were met with a profusion of flowers and greenery. Fairies darted between 
leaves and an enchanted band played music in one corner. Alphas were already on the dance 
floor, twirling and laughing and having a good time, while the Omegas lingered by the wall, 
standing or sitting in chairs, watching the Alphas with covetous eyes. 


Remus and James broke away, and James even gave Sirius a little nudge toward the Omegas 
as if to say, go be with your own kind. And then they were off, pushing through the crush of 
bodies, trying to make themselves stand out from the crowd. 


In contrast, the Omegas seemed perfectly content to look exactly the same as every other 
Omega. Sirius dejectedly walked over, the lone figure of colour in a wash of browns and 
blacks, and dropped down in a chair next to Severus. He watched the Alphas dance; they 
looked like they were having fun. Sometimes, it was really boring being an Omega. Don't 
run, don't shout, don't stand out at all; being demure, be modest, stay shut up inside the house 
until you're just a dried up husk. 


“Why the long face, Black?” The Slytherin asked with a vicious little smile. His dark eyes 
roved over the Alphas before finally landing on Remus. Remus had edged closer to a group 
of Hufflepuff Omegas and was trying hard to impress them despite only knowing two dance 
moves: the shuffle and the shoulder shimmy, neither of which he was particularly good at. 
“Did Lupin turn you down again?” 


“Shut your face, Snivellus.” 


Severus laughed, letting the insult roll off his back. Why should he care what Sirius Black 
had to say? He was Severus Snape. Half of the Alphas in their class were desperately in love 
with him. James and Lily were currently trying to elbow each other in the face in an attempt 
to be in his direct line of sight. Even Remus had a crush on him (and Sirius had been so 
afraid that Severus had liked him back, terrified that Snivellus would claim yet another 
Alpha's heart, that he'd told the Slytherin how to access the Shrieking Shack. Stupid, stupid. 
He was so stupid. Even if Sirius looked and acted like a proper Omega, Remus would never 
want him-—) 


“Stop pouting,” Severus's voice broke through Sirius's downward spiral. “Go dance or 
something. It's obvious you want to.” 


“T think James would die of shame if I did that.” 


“Oh, who cares what that toerag thinks? Since when does Sirius Black bow down to the 
whims of any Alpha?” Severus demanded. 


Snivellus was right. Sirius didn't put on these robes to stand around like every other Omega. 
He put them on to dance. 


Sirius stood up from his chair and took Severus's hand, pressing a kiss to the knuckles. The 
other Omegas all wrinkled their noses in disgust, but the smirk on Severus's face grew wider. 


With a bow, Sirius leapt into the crowd, instantly getting lost in the music. He danced and 
twirled, the electric blue of his robes catching the light and shimmering like lightning as he 
moved to the beat of the music. He doesn't know how long he was out, but as he gave one 
final turn, he noticed Severus watching him, his dark eyes almost glowing with a strange 
intensity. His gaze never left his body and Sirius, growing red with a sudden, strange heat, 
made his way off the dance floor, out of the Great Hall, to a cool, dark alcove away from 


prying eyes. 


He-— he wasn't supposed to feel like this. Not about Severus Snape. They were both Omegas, 
it wasn't proper, it wasn't done. Severus was going to marry Lily or James or some other 
Alpha and Sirius was an oddball who was destined to die alone. 


“It's rude to dance for someone and then run off like that. It'll make your Omega think you 
aren't interested.” Like a demon of the night, Severus appeared at the entrance to Sirius's 
alcove, blocking off any chance of escape. He slipped inside, his midnight robes fading into 
the shadows. That smile was still tugging at his lips. “You were dancing for me, weren't 
you?” He asked as he crept close enough that Sirius could feel his heat through the layers of 
robes. 


“J—” Sirius stuttered, but Severus was already rocking onto his toes to brush his lips against 
him. Sirius reeled back, hitting his head against the stone. “We're both Omegas!” 


“So?” Severus asked with an arched brow. “Is that your only objection?” Only? Sirius 
thought it was a pretty important distinction himself. Who ever heard of two Omegas 


together? 


“How would we even— you know—” Merlin, Sirius was going to combust between the 
embarrassment and his increasingly interested cock. 


Severus laughed and ran a hand down his chest, through his robes. “Oh, you really don't 
know anything, do you? Maybe if you didn't spend all your time with Alphas you would have 
picked up a thing or two.” 


“So, so you've— you've had sex with another Omega?” 


“Hmm,” Severus agreed. “I used to have a thing with Mulciber, but he's getting married in 
the summer—” Severus said this with a mocking tone and an eyeroll. “He broke up with me 
last month and told me I needed to grow up, to stop teasing Lily and James and pick one 
before I ended up a spinster.” 


Grow up. Sirius heard that so many times. Grow up. You're not a little kid. Stop acting like an 
Alpha and learn how to be a proper Omega. Who would have thought that the most perfect 
Omega in all of Hogwarts was just like him? “You don't want to?” Sirius asked. 


“Want to what?” 
“Get married.” 


Severus wrinkled his nose and wrapped his arms around Sirius's neck. “Alphas are... fine, I 
suppose. I don't know. I didn't see the appeal, still don't really, but I liked watching you 
dance.” And that was the difference. He wasn't an Alpha, he was an Omega, and Severus 
apparently liked that. 


“T thought you hated me after the... after the prank.” Even after two years, Sirtus could 
barely get the words out. 


Severus rolled his eyes. ““Why did you think I went to the Shrieking Shack that night?” 
“To get into Remus's pants?” 

“No, you idiot. I went because you invited me.” 

Oh! 


Severus grinned as he watched the realization dawn on Sirius's face. His hands moved from 
the back of his neck to his cheeks, pulling him down into a kiss. 


Seahorses 


Chapter Summary 


Seahorses are famous for the fact that the males are the ones who give birth. Female 
seahorses have an organ that is called an ovipositor, similar in function to a penis, but 
instead of sperm it deposits eggs inside the male where they are then fertilized. 


Pairings: Severus/Lily 


The first time Severus saw it, he thought it looked monstrous. Even a finger felt too big, how 
was he supposed to fit that inside him? 


Lily fisted her ovipositor with one hand and slipped another finger inside Severus's cunt, 
moving them in and out just to hear the noises it made. She groaned. “It'll fit,” she promised. 
“Trust me, it'll fit.” She let out a shuddering breath. “Alpha.” 


And Severus did so like when she called him Alpha. He was her Alpha, and she was his 
Omega. This was what they were meant to do, what they were built for. 


Severus nodded shakily and spread his legs wider. Lily wasted no time pulling her fingers 
out, and there was a string of slick still connecting her fingertips to his spread open pussy. 
She wiped them on their discarded clothes and crawled up his body, nestling herself between 
his thighs. She watched the head of her ovipositor rub between his swollen folds, and then— 


Severus grasped her shoulders as she pushed in, shouting her name to an empty Astronomy 
tower. 


It was like a dam had broken. After having sex once, it was as if they couldn't stop. One or 
the other was always pulling the other away, into an empty classroom, or down to the 
boathouse, or shielded in a copse of trees on the edge of the Forbidden Forest. 


“Alpha, Alpha, Alpha,” his Omega whined as she rutted into him. Severus tried to push back, 
seeking that hard length, but Lily had a death grip on his hips. Severus clutched at the grass, 
pulling it out by the fistful, and tried to get his knees under him for better leverage, but Lily 
wasn't having it. She pulled back until just the head of her ovipositor breached his lips. 
“Fuck, you're so fucking pretty, Alpha,” she groaned above him and he could hear noises, but 
couldn't see. His body felt wide open and gaping, eager for her to push back inside— he felt 
the walls of his cunt twitch, winking at her, and there came a warm stream, coating his labia, 
up along the crack of his ass, and settling in the small of his back. 


“Did you just cum on me?!” Severus shouted. 


A chuckle was his response. “Hehe, I made scrambled eggs.” 
“Gross, Lily.” 


Severus started to wiggle out from underneath her. “Where's my wand?” 
“Oh calm down, fussypants, I'll vanish it. There!” The cooling rivers of cum disappeared. 
“Now you're sparkling clean!” And to emphasize her point she slapped his ass. 


Severus flipped around to glare at her. “I hope you realize that's the last time you'll get a 
chance to do that until school starts up again.” 


Lily groaned and flopped down beside him, her hands drifting on their own accord to stroke 
the inside of his naked thigh. “Are you serious?” 


“Yes, I'm serious. We still have another year before we can do magic outside Hogwarts. No 
magic, no contraceptive spell, no sex.” 


Lily pouted and her hand drifted further up to dip between his folds. He hissed a little at the 
feeling. “I promise to pull out.” 


“Merlin, you sound like the faithless Omega in an after school special on the dangers of teen 
pregnancy.” 


Lily laughed. “Fine, fine. But, you know, we can still do other things...” She waggled her 
eyebrows at him as she slipped away from him to crouch between his legs. She buried her 
nose into the hair between his thighs, breathing in deep, before wrapping her lips around his 
clit. 


Severus had grown up knowing he was unwanted. It was the oldest story in the book: rich, 
pureblood Omega decides to get her ovipositor wet by fucking the local Muggles. It's not like 
anyone cares what happens to them. Severus knew of a few Omegas in Slytherin who would 
go to some pub, find a Muggle Alpha to rut in, and then abandon them in the morning. They 
laughed and called the Muggles 'masturbatory aides.’ What made his parents different was 
the fact that his mother stayed when Da got knocked up. Married him and everything. 


Honestly, he sometimes wished his mother had abandoned them like all the other Purebloods, 
and that his Da really had gone through with leaving him at the hospital when he was born 
just like in the story his father had drunkenly told him not long after he'd received his 
Hogwarts letter. 


Anything just to get out of this damned house. 


Severus scowled as he and Lily dragged his battered, broken trunk through the front door into 
the little house in Spinner's End. His father was sitting in his chair, surrounded by empty beer 
bottles, and it was the middle of a workday. Had he been fired? 


“Hello, Mr Snape,” Lily said as she gave a hesitant smile. “It's nice to see you again.” 


Tobias glared at her. “I thought I told you I didn't want to see you hanging around here 
anymore.” 


“Da, she's just helping me with my school trunk!” Merlin, he could strangle that man 
sometimes. 


He grunted. “Don't think I'm stupid, boy. I know what she's after.” 
“Tal” 


“Leave! If I see you bothering my son again I'll knock you silly, don't think I won't!” And 
Tobias was getting up from his chair, and Severus was shoving Lily out the door, even as she 
called out, “I'll see you later, Sev!” 


“You're an idiot if you think she's going to marry you,” Tobias said after she had left. “You're 
ugly and you're poor. There's only one thing an Omega like her would want from an Alpha 
like you.” 


“You don't even know her,” Severus snapped back. “And I'm not an idiot. I'm not going to 
make the same mistake you did.” 


That night, Severus awoke to the sounds of Lily tapping on his bedroom window. He 
wrenched his eyes open, spotted the red-haired Omega waving at him through the broken 
panes, and scrambled to his feet. “Get in here before you fall and break your neck!” He 
hissed, yanking the window open. Lily had managed to climb the old trellis up to his window, 
and he grabbed the back of her shirt to help pull her through. 


Lily stumbled and giggled and Severus shushed her. “Do you want my parents to hear you? 
What are you doing here?” 


Lily just grinned at him, her teeth white and shining in the darkness. “I know you said no sex, 
but—” she pulled out a condom from her back pocket. “Wizards don't have a monopoly on 
contraceptives.” 


Severus eyed the silver packet in her hand and felt that first flush of excitement. Merlin, it felt 
like it had been ages since they had done it. But he made sure to roll his eyes and drop down 
onto the bed to make himself appear irritated and to hide his own interest. Lily saw right 
through his act and her grin grew wider as she climbed up next to him. “You better make this 
up to me.” 


“Make this up to you? I'm the one that's wrapping my ovi up in cellophane here.” 
“Oh, boo hoo.” 
“You're the worst Alpha, I swear. I'm pouring my heart out here.” 


They giggled as they shucked off their clothes. Lily leaned back against the mattress as she 
let Severus straddle her knees, her ovipositor already erect. She could feel a growing wet 


patch against her thigh as Sev settled on top of her. He tore at the packet. “How the fuck do I 
put this on?” 


“Here give it to me and I'll do it.” 
“No, I can, stop, let me.” 


And Severus took her in his hand and started rolling the condom down on her. “Am I doing 
this right?” 


“Yeah, yeah, I think so. I think it's on, come on, Sev, I can't stand it anymore. I've been 
thinking about you all day—” 


Severus lifted himself up, and with one hand guided her inside. Lily dropped her head against 
the pillow, and groaned as her ovi was swallowed up by a warm, set heat. 


Severus scowled as he watched Lily from across the platform, laughing at one of Potter's 
stupid jokes. He hated the Alpha, hated the fact that he was always hanging around Lily when 
everyone knew she was his Omega. Hated that everyone thought they'd make a cute couple, a 
better couple. 


He hated his stupid hair, and stupid glasses, and his perfect, stupid life. Hated that Lily 
sometimes flirted back, hated that she was always sitting next to him in the Great Hall, hated 
him, hated him, hated him. 


Lily caught sight of Severus and waved goodbye to Potter as she ran towards him. “Where 
have you been?” She cried as they boarded the train. “I haven't seen you in weeks! Did your 
Dad ground you or something? And why are you already in your school robes?” 


If there's one good thing about Wizarding fashion, it was the fact it hid many sins. 


He and Lily found a compartment to themselves near the back and they settled in, ready to 
start their sixth year. Not that Severus would be able to complete it. He estimated he had until 
January until the professors figured it out. He doesn't know what'll happen then, but at least 
he'll be seventeen and able to cast magic. 


“Lily, there's something I've got to tell you,” he said as he watched her absent flip through 
their Charms textbook. 


“Hmm?” She hummed, not looking up. 


Now or never. “I'm pregnant.” 


Humans 


Chapter Summary 


The human animal is unique in the animal kingdom for its mating habits. Although they 
exhibit a wide range of different customs and values, one widespread practice that has 
appeared in populations across the globe is the arranged marriage. In all animals but 
humans, mating concerns only the two specimens involved. In an arranged marriage, it 
is not only the purview of the parents but also at times matchmakers, religious officials, 
and other members of the community. 


Pairing: Severus/James 


James introduced Lily to his parents. He had thought the interview went well; she and his 
Dad had gotten along like a house on fire, talking about potions and herbology, and his Mum, 
though a little reserved, did not find anything objectionable in her demeanor. How could she? 
James and Sirius had been coaching her for months: teaching her the proper etiquette, the 
expected forms of address, how she should sit, eat, talk— it had all gone off without a hitch. 


So why then was his mother telling him no? 


“Jamie,” Euphemia had called out, her voice taking on that same quality when James was 
four, six, eight, twelve— all those times he had launched into a tantrum of truly epic 
proportions at being denied. “Miss Evans is a wonderful girl. If she had been a half-blood I 
would have no objection, but, my dear, she is Muggleborn with a Muggle sister. Maybe if her 
sister had also been born a witch I would give it more thought; it would prove, at least, there 
was something magical there despite coming from Muggle stock. But as it is, her magic 
appears to be a fluke. There is no guarantee that she will breed true.” 


“Breed true?” James demanded. Those words ought to be reserved for horses and roses, not 
human beings. 


“If you and Miss Evans were to marry, your children might end up squibs.” 
“Mother, that is ridiculous—” 


“Jamie, I won't argue with you,” his mother insisted firmly. “If, after you marry and produce 
an heir, you still want her, then you can have her as a concubine, but I will not gamble the 
Potter legacy on an untried Muggleborn.” 


“And if I marry her anyway? Without your permission?” James challenged. Never had he 
ever been denied before. Every no can eventually be turned to a yes. Even Lily, after all those 
no's, was finally worn down into saying yes. 


“Then you will be disowned and without so much as a knut to your name.” Euphemia's face 
softened at the sight of her son's stricken expression. “Oh, Jamie, I don't do this to be cruel. I 
love you, but this is about something greater than you and me. It is about legacy. I would do 
anything to protect the Potter name. Now come here, sit down, I have found the perfect match 
for you. He's an Omega, a half-blood, and of no close relation of ours so that takes care of 
that little issue. He's quite powerful, magically-speaking, but neither wealthy nor socially 
well-positioned. He would not have been my first choice were it not for his blood. A Prince, 
if you can believe it!” 


James barely listened to his mother as she nattered on about his bride-to-be, his thoughts still 
twisted around Lily Evans. He'll do his duty, get this Omega with child, and then he and Lily 
can spend the rest of their lives doing whatever they want and damn all the rest. As long as 
James got his inheritance, who cares if they're legally married or not? Lily wouldn't mind, he 
was sure; she couldn't expect him to live the life of a pauper, could she? 


James was so caught up in his plans that he almost missed his mother say the name, “Severus 
Snape.” 


“No.” 
“But Lily—” 


Lily exploded. “The answer is no! I can't believe you think I would ever agree to that! I will 
not be some kept whore on the side!” 


“If I don't marry Snivellus, I'll be cut off—” James tried to explain. 


“THEN GET A JOB!” The Beta woman screamed. “You are not some helpless victim! Get a 
job, earn your own money. There is nothing wrong with a middle class life.” 


Middle class? Was this middle class? James looked around at the little house in Cokeworth 
that Lily had grown up in. Merlin, it was depressing. 


“You have a choice, James,” Lily said, her voice allowing for no argument. “You can have 
either your father's money or you can have me. You cannot have both.” 


James chose the money. 


Snivellus—Snape— Severus was openly crying during the ceremony. He didn't make a sound, 
didn't scream or wail or flee. He stood next to James with silent tears rolling down his cheeks 
as the Druid bound their hands together with a cloth. 


It was over in a blink of an eye. James sat at the table next to his wife, his headache pulsing 
in time with the music as he watched the dancers glide across the ballroom. The colours had 
taken on a watery quality, flowing into one another like crashing waves as the dancers 
spinned. Goblet after goblet of wine — and something else, something woodsy — appeared 
before him and everyone kept encouraging him to drink up, that tonight wouldn’t be much 
fun if he didn’t. They were doing the same thing to Severus and as James glanced in his 


direction, his nose twitched; there was something in the air, some sort of spice, heavy enough 
that he could almost taste it. He felt his cock twitch beneath his robes. Severus was sweating, 
almost shaking, the garland of flowers having slipped almost half-way off his head by now 
and James felt an urge to touch him. 


Laughter erupted through the ballroom. “It’s time! It’s time!”” Someone called out and a 
whole crowd, his mother and father included, were urging Severus and himself up out of the 
chairs, pushing them down the halls. A cold chill ran down James’s back when he realized 
they were guiding them to the bedchamber, and he opened his mouth to protest, but they were 
unceremoniously marched in, the door slammed behind them. “Get to work!” A voice yelled 
through the wood, followed by laughter. 


Severus slumped against the door, wiping at his forehead and knocking the crown off. “What 
did they put in those drinks?” He grumbled. 


“T think... I think it was something to induce you into heat and me... me into rut.” 


“Wonderful,” he rolled those dark eyes that somehow seemed even darker with his lust- 
blown pupils swallowing the ring of brown iris. “Well, won’t they be disappointed? I am not 
an animal. I won’t fall into bed with the likes of you just because I’m in heat.” 


“Well, I wouldn’t touch you with a broomstick!” James hotly declared, hoping Severus 
wouldn’t point out the erection that was currently tenting his robes and bobbing in the pretty 
Omega’s direction as if to say, “Hello! Here I am! Come sit on me, please!” 


And Snivellus was not pretty, shut up stupid Alpha brain. 


Severus sneered and swept toward the bed. “Then we’re in agreement. I’Il take the bed, you 
take the chaise.” 


“Hold on, why do you get the bed?” James made great strides toward the large, four-post bed. 
“Compensation for putting up with you.” 


“Please, if anyone deserves compensation, it’s me for having to deal with your slimy face and 
shitty attitude.” 


“T am not sleeping on the chaise!” 
“Well, neither am I!” 


They both yanked on the quilt at the same time, pulling it between them in a tug-of-war for a 
brief second as they scrambled inside, each trying to take up as much room as possible and 
force the other one out. After a few minutes, they entered into a stalemate, with each side 
occupying one half of the bed. Severus glared at him. “Just stay on your side!” He barked and 
then rolled over with all the drama of an angry kitten. 


James rolled his eyes and settled into the pillows. He tried to ignore the sweet, spicy smell 
rolling from Severus’s small form and the ache of his erection. Merlin, he was never going to 
get any sleep. Maybe... maybe if he just... 


James reached under the blanket and pulled up his robes to grasp his cock. He bit his lip to 
keep from moaning out loud. He moved his fist furiously, and it was almost too much, almost 
too painful, but the sme//. He knew where that smell was coming from. Severus must be so 
wet, that little hole of his must be leaking— he could almost picture it in his head, and this 
time he did let out a groan as the blanket fell away. 


“Really, Potter, can’t you—” Severus turned over to give him a piece of his mind when he 
stopped mid-sentence and stared silently at his husband, naked from the waist down. He 
gazed unblinkingly at his cock, transfixed, and James felt as if his cock had grown even 

harder knowing that he had an audience. 


James continued to pump himself and watched Severus’s reaction. A pink flush was slowly 
spreading across his cheeks, his tongue poking out, and his hands — still hidden underneath 
the blanket — were moving... 


Oh, oh he’s touching himself. 
“Can I watch?” James asked. “Make it fair?” 


Severus blushed even harder, and the Slytherin had never been much concerned about fair 
play before, but this time— he slipped out from underneath the blanket, hiking his robes up 
over his hips, spreading his legs— Merlin, it was almost exactly like James had imagined. His 
cock, or clit, or whatever was bigger than most Omegas, a proper erection it was, and just 
beneath that were red, swollen lips and a fluttering hole. His groin and thighs were shiny with 
slick, and Severus used both hands; one on his cock, the other pumping a finger into him. 


James lurched up on his knees, moving over so that he was directly between the Omega’s 
legs. He now had a perfect, unobstructed view of Severus’s cunt, and he fisted himself to the 
sight of Severus slipping in a second finger. 


“Ts that your knot?” Severus breathed out, removing his fingers with a sound that made 
James’s toes curl. Merlin, Merlin, he could see inside Severus. His hole was wide open and 
fluttering as if begging James to fill it. He was so focused on watching that twitching hole 
that it came as a shock when Severus, his fingers still wet, reached out and touched the base 
of his cock where his knot had grown. 


His orgasm slammed into him, and he was coming. He watched as rope after rope of thick 
semen sprayed against that cunt until Severus was dripping with it. 


James breathed heavily, sure that Severus was going to tell him off for it, but instead he let go 
of his cock and ran his fingers through the mess, dipping into his seam. “You’re still hard,” 
Severus said, as if he was discussing the weather. 


“Rut,” he grunted out. Yes, yes, good, his stupid Alpha brain whispered as he watched 
Severus play with his come, gathering it up and pushing it inside of him. That's where it 
belongs. 


“T suppose,” Severus said, haltingly. “I suppose it wouldn’t be the worse thing if we, you 
know, fucked. We are married, after all.” 


James nodded his head enthusiastically. “Yes, yes.” 


“This doesn’t mean I don’t still hate you,” Severus warned as he spread his legs wider. James 
hesitated as he tried to figure out how to drape himself over the boy without crushing him. 
Should his arms go like this? Or maybe— his cock bumped against Severus’s and he groaned, 
unable to stop himself from thrusting against him. He kept slipping between his lips, missing 
the target. 


Severus let out a throaty laugh. “You’ll never get anywhere like that.” Severus reached 
between their bodies and grasped his cock, guiding it toward his hole. 


“Fuck, you’re so tight,” James groaned as he eased himself inside, Severus’s hand on his hip 
constantly pushing, urging him forward until he was seated fully. 


The Omega’s eyes had finally closed, his face tilted up, mouth open. “Big,” he breathed out, 
and James felt stupidly pleased to hear it. “Move.” 


James didn’t obey right away. Instead, he pulled at Severus’s robe, tugging it off his head 
until the Omega was completely bare underneath him. He leaned down to lick at one pink 
nipple, feeling it pebble and harden beneath his tongue. “Can’t wait ‘til these are swollen 
with milk,” he whispered as he started to thrust. “Gonna make you ride me then. Gonna 
watch them bounce.” Like his legs were bouncing, up in the air by James’s ears. Severus 
sounded so sweet, mewling, crying. He wouldn’t last long, he— 


He could feel his knot expand and Severus shrieked, and James was certain he could hear 
cheers erupt from outside the door, but he was too focused on the pleasure, on the thought of 
filling Sev up. 


Cuttlefish 


Chapter Summary 


Cuttlefish are very intelligent creatures and have one of the largest brain-to-body ratios 
of all invertebrates. Commonly, the larger males will challenge each other for the best 
den; once they have one, the cuttlefish will then mate with any female that enters their 
den. They will then guard the female until she lays her eggs. However, not all males are 
big enough to put up much of a fight. These smaller males will use their colour- 
changing abilities to camouflage themselves into appearing female. They will then enter 
the unassuming male’s den and mate with the female. 


Pairing: Severus/Lily, Severus/James, James/Lily, Severus/Lily/James 


James stared rapturously at the two Omegas sitting side-by-side on the grass, studying, so 
close their bodies were touching. Lily and Sev had always been like that, two-of-a-kind. 
James thought it was cute. He thought they were cute. Sometimes he thought about the two of 
them together late at night in his bed. He thought about them kissing, thought about their 
hands fingering each other’s cunts, thought about them turning to him, to James, and smiling 
as they asked, “Which of us do you want first?” 


“Hey, there,” James said as he walked over, leaning down to kiss Lily. He teasingly tried to 
do the same to Sev, but the Slytherin bopped him with his book. 


“How presumptuous of you,” he said, though there was a smile twisting his lips. James knew 
it was only a matter of time. 


“Just you wait. You’ll fall for my charms,” James promised, or perhaps threatened. 


Severus rolled his eyes. ““What few you possess,” he sneered, pointing that nose in the air ina 
way that never failed to get James’s blood pumping. 


Outwardly, Severus’s anatomy resembled that of any other Omega male’s: protruding from 
his labia there was a “‘pseudo-penis,” much larger than the clitoris of a female and capable of 
penetration and ejaculation. Internally, however, that was where he differed. Instead of 
ovaries, Severus possessed a pair of internal testes, which marked him not as an Omega, or 
an Alpha, or even a Beta, but a Zeta— an Alpha with all the appearances of an Omega. He 
even smelled like an Omega too. Severus might have gone his entire life without knowing if 
he hadn’t gotten that Muggle ultrasound when he was sixteen and still hadn’t gone into heat. 
He would have just assumed he was queer and happily spent the rest of his life fucking other 
queer Omegas without even knowing the potential consequences. 


Severus quickly smoothed down his skirt as he came up on the abandoned classroom Lily 
had asked to meet him in. He supposed he should have switched to the uniform trousers once 
he found out he was a Zeta, but Severus had spent his entire life wearing Omega clothes. He 
couldn’t very well just switch now; and besides, if James found out what he really was who 
knows what that man might do. His head might spin around and fly off. Severus snickered; 
maybe one day he would come out, if only to see James’s reaction. It would be worth it. 


As it was, only Lily and his parents knew, and Lily — being the pervert that she is — adored 
him in skirts, so skirts it was. 


He stepped inside the classroom, his eyes immediately lighting on the gorgeous redhead 
sitting perched on the teacher’s desk. Lily flashed him a grin. “There you are. I was 
wondering when you’d show up.” 


“There was a prefect standing guard right outside the Slytherin common room. | had to wait 
until he moved on.” 


“My sneaky snake,” Lily praised and reached out to yank him forward by his green and silver 
tie as soon as he was close enough. Their lips collided against each other, teeth scraping with 
the force of their kiss. They wasted no time. Lily tugged at her shirt, pulling it off along with 
her bra, and tossing them down onto the desk while Severus lifted his skirt and yanked off his 
panties, the two of them never breaking their kiss. 


Severus had slipped a hand under her skirt and was rubbing her clit through the cloth and 
fisting his erection with his other hand when he felt warm air brush against his wet folds and 
a distinctly human moan from somewhere behind him. Severus ripped his mouth away from 
Lily and shrieked, kicking back like a mule and feeling something connect. 


“Oof!” There was a grunt and James suddenly blinked into existence as his invisibility cloak 
fell off his head. James was left kneeling on the floor, his face inches from Severus’s bare 
cunt. He rubbed at his shoulder. “Did you have to kick me so hard?” 


“POTTER! YOU PERVERT!” Severus screamed while Lily scrambled to cover her breasts 
with her hands, not that it did much good. They were practically spilling out. He lifted his leg 
to deliver another kick, but this time James was ready for him. He grabbed his ankle before 
he could make contact again, and now Severus found himself in a rather unenviable position 
of not only being bent over with his cunt waving in James’s face, but now with his legs 
spread. Severus glared at the Alpha over his shoulder; James’s hazel eyes kept roving from 
Lily’s breasts to Severus’s cunt and then back again like a beggar come to feast and damn it 
all if that open-mouthed hunger in the Alpha’s face didn’t make him wet. 


“Can’t you see we want to be alone?” Lily demanded. 


“You don’t mean that. You’re both Omegas. It’s not proper sex unless there’s a knot,” James 
insisted. 


Lily and Severus looked at each other and burst into laughter. Leave it to James Fleamont 
Potter to be absolutely clueless at pleasing an Omega. “There are plenty of ways to have fun 
without a knot,” Severus said as he eased his foot down. James let him go, and Severus 


turned around to face him, lifting his skirt to show him his half-hard cock. “My clit’s big 
enough for a proper fucking, and Lily’s good with her fingers.” 


James was transfixed as he stared at Severus’s hand, moving lazily up and down his cock. 
“You don’t know what you’re missing,” James breathed, never looking away. “I can show 
you what it’s like to sleep with an Alpha.” 


Lily leaned over and wrapped her arms around Severus, bracing her chin against his shoulder. 
“T don’t know, Potter.” 


“Please, please, let me show you how good I can be.” 
“What’s in it for us?” Severus asked. 


“Pll marry you,” James blurted out. “I'll marry the both of you. Half of my inheritance will 
be yours. You’ll both be Lady Potter.” 


“Lots of Alphas make similar promises, and then when they’ve gotten what they wanted they 
disappear.” 


“T swear on my magic!” James insisted, still on his knees before the pair of them. “I will 
marry you both if you let me join you.” 


Lily hummed. “What do you think, Sev? Money, titles, mansions... sounds a lot better than 
Cokeworth, doesn’t it?” 


“Tt really does.” Maybe Severus could just go on living as an Omega. Who did it hurt, really? 
Anything was better than Cokeworth. “Alright, James. Drop those trousers.” 


James scrambled to obey, unbuckling his belt and shucking both trousers and boxers from his 
body. His erection bobbed free as soon as his clothes were off, a knot already beginning to 
form at the base. Severus swallowed as he stared at it. The size of it... He’s had Lily’s fingers 
up inside him, even her tongue, but never an actual cock much less an Alpha cock. Would it 
even fit? His anatomy wasn't like a typical Omega’s. His vagina didn’t lead to a uterus, it 
didn’t lead to anything at all. Would it hurt? 


“Your turn,” James said. 


Lily and Severus gave each other one last look, asking each other, are you sure? We dont 
have to do this. It can just be you and me. They gave each other a reassuring smile. Lily 
slipped off the desk to stand next to him and together the two silently pulled off the rest of 
their clothes until they were as naked as James. “Now what, Alpha?” Lily purred and James’s 
cock jumped at that. 


His hazel eyes were a little wild, as if he didn’t really believe he had gotten away with this. 
“T-lick it,” he said. 


Lily and Severus broke into giggles, but they got down on their knees in front of James. Lily 
hesitantly wrapped her hand around the root, guiding it toward their mouths, and Severus 
leaned forward to lick at the head, lapping at the precum that had gathered there. 


James jerked his hips and Severus pulled back to scold, “Don’t just jab it at us!” 
“Sorry, sorry.” He didn’t look very sorry at all, and Severus sniffed but leaned forward again. 


He and Lily kept bumping into each other as they licked along the shaft, breaking into 
laughter each time, but they eventually found a rhythm. Lily had her lips wrapped around his 
knot and Severus sucked at the head. He hollowed out his cheeks and bobbed forward, taking 
more and more of it into his mouth, mimicking what Lily had so often done to him. 


James’s hands — large and rough from Quidditch — snaked into their hair, pulling them off his 
cock. Lily winced and Severus let out a whine at the pull; just when they were really starting 
to get into it too... 


“Enough, or I’m going to—” James choked and glanced around the room for a second. “The 
teacher’s desk. Bend over the desk, side-by-side.” 


Severus rolled his eyes as James let go of his hair, reaching down to haul him and Lily up by 
their arms instead. They pressed their chests against the desk, resting on their forearms, and 
stuck their asses out at James, spreading their legs to give him a good view of their cunts. “I 
feel like I’m about to get spanked,” Sev muttered. 


Lily knocked into him with her elbow. “Ooh, that’s a fun idea! I can be the professor, and 
you’re the student who forgot to wear panties.” 


“T bet you’d like— EEEK!” Severus and Lily both let out a shriek at the same time as James’s 
thumbs entered the both of them. James had hooked Sev with his left thumb, and Lily with 
his right, and with that he pulled, spreading their pussies. “You couldn’t have warned us!?” 
Sev whipped his head around to growl, but it quickly devolved into a moan as James, back on 
his knees, leaned forward to lick between first Sev’s folds and then Lily’s. “Is this some sort 
of taste test!?” 


James didn’t answer. It was as if he hadn’t even heard him. “I think he’s gone pure Alpha,” 
Lily whispered and Severus was about to respond when the next thing he knew there was a 
cock pressing against his hole. 


him. James had him caged against the desk, unable to move, and Lily reached between their 
bodies to grasp his hand. “It’s big, it’s too big—” 


He felt as if he was being split in two and still James didn’t stop, he didn’t stop until Severus 
felt his balls pressed against his backside. And then he was moving, thick and hard and so, so 
good— 


He didn’t have a uterus or ovaries, but he apparently still had a g-spot and James was 
somehow managing to hit it every time. 


When Severus felt James push his knot inside, pleasure exploded behind his eyes and he was 
coming, painting the side of the desk with his semen while James filled him up. He could feel 


his cock twitching inside of him as he pumped him with his cum, never knowing that it was a 
fruitless endeavour, that Severus would never be able to carry his child. 


They stayed tied together for several minutes and throughout it Severus had to endure Lily’s 
teasing. “You squealed like a little piggie,” she said with a grin, folding her arms beneath her 
head as she swung her hips around. 


“T’d like to see you do better.” 
“Oh, I will. ’ve had you, remember?” 


Severus grunted as the knot deflated enough for James to pull out. He beat his still hard cock 
against the mess that was pouring out of his hole, and Severus had half a mind to tell him off 
for it if he thought it would do any good. James was too lost in his instincts to even notice. 


“Tt’s not the same. James is an Alpha,” Severus told her once James seemed satisfied and 
moved away. 


“You're exaggerating. It can’t be that differ— oh God, oh God,” Lily started up a mantra, her 
pretty green eyes rolling into the back of her head when James moved on to her, plowing into 
her as steadily as he done to Severus. 


“Told you,” Severus said in a sing-song voice as he took Lily’s hand and watched as James 
rut inside her, her breasts jiggling with the force of each thrust. 


The next morning they both begged their Heads of House to let them skip class, claiming 
illness. They spent the day in the Room of Requirement, sitting side-by-side on conjured ice 
while James ran back and forth between the kitchens, fetching them pastries and drinks. “Do 
you need anything else?” James asked from down on the floor, where he was rubbing Lily’s 
feet. “Do you need a blanket? I can get you a blanket. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry, it’s just— 
Alpha, you know? Let me get you a blanket.” And then he was rushing off again. 


Sev watched him disappear through the door. “Next time, James can fuck my cunt, and Ill 
fuck your cunt.” 


“Oh, oh! What if James takes you from behind while you eat me out?” Lily suggested. 


They spent the next twenty minutes discussing their plans and trying not to wince at how sore 
they were. 


“Sev, it’s your turn. It feels like he’s trying to bite my nipples off,” Lily complained as she 
passed Harry off. 


“He doesn’t even have any teeth,” but Severus took his son anyway, opening up his shirt to 
allow Harry to nurse. Another Omega trait Zetas possessed: he couldn’t birth any children, 
but he could feed the ones he sired. And Harry was definitely his son... not that James 


realized. Poor, stupid James. A better Alpha might have realized what Severus really was by 
now. Severus smiled and brushed back his baby's smooth black hair as the boy suckled. 


James watched his Omegas from the doorway to the nursery. They were both topless, their 
tits leaking, milk running in rivers from their perky nipples, and James imagined the pair of 
them kneeling on either side of his cock, snuggled between their heavy breasts, lubricated 
with their own milk. Maybe he could knock Sev up this time, give Harry a little brother or 
sister to play with. James was certainly eager to try. 


Cattle 


Chapter Summary 


For the most part, cattle follow the typical pattern of mammalian mating habits. 
However, for a heifer born alongside a male fraternal twin, something peculiar will 
happen to her in utero. While in the womb, the female twin's reproductive system will 
be significantly altered from sharing anti-Mullerian hormones with her brother, resulting 
in what is effectively a chimera. She will be born infertile, with non-functioning ovaries, 
and will display masculine behavior, including mounting other females. These cows are 
called freemartins and have been known since antiquity, having been described by the 
Roman writer Varro, but the fact that all freemartins have a male twin wasn't common 
knowledge until the 1700s. 


Pairing: Severus/Lily 


“Did you like question 10, Moony?” Asked Sirius as they emerged into the entrance hall. 


“Loved it,” said Lupin briskly. “‘Give five signs that identify a werewolf,’ excellent 
question.” 


“Do you think you managed to get all the signs?” said James in tones of mock concern. 


“Think I did,” said Lupin seriously, as they joined the crowd thronging around the front doors 
eager to get out into the sunlit grounds. “One: He’s sitting on my chair. Two: He’s wearing 
my clothes. Three: His name’s Remus Lupin...” 


Wormtail was the only one who didn’t laugh. 


“T got the snout shape, the pupils of the eyes, and the tufted tail,” he said anxiously, “but I 
couldn’t think what else—” 


“How thick are you, Wormtail?” said James impatiently, “You run around with a werewolf 
once a month—” 


“Keep your voice down,” implored Lupin. 


James and his three friends strode off down the lawn toward the lake. “Well, I thought that 
paper was a piece of cake,” Sirius said. “Ill be surprised if I don’t get Outstanding on it at 
least.” 


“Me too,” said James. He put his hand in his pocket and took out a struggling Golden Snitch. 


“Where’d you get that?” 


“Nicked it,” said James casually. He started playing with the Snitch, allowing it to fly as 
much as a foot away and seizing it again; his reflexes were excellent. Wormtail watched him 
in awe as they threw themselves down on the grass between the beech and the bushes. 


The sunlight was dazzling on the smooth surface of the lake, on the bank of which a group of 
laughing Omegas who had just left the Great Hall were sitting with shoes and socks off, 
cooling their feet in the water. 


Lupin had pulled out a book and was reading. Sirius stared around at the students milling 
over the grass, looking rather haughty and bored, but very handsomely so. James was still 
playing with the Snitch, letting it zoom farther and farther away, almost escaping but always 
grabbed at the last second. Wormtail was watching him with his mouth open. Every time 
James made a particularly difficult catch, Wormtail gasped and applauded. He seemed to be 
enjoying the attention, and ruffled his hair as though to make sure it did not get too tidy. He 
kept glancing over at the Omegas by the water’s edge. 


“Put that away, will you?” Said Sirius finally, as James made a fine catch and Wormtail let 
out a cheer. “Before Wormtail wets himself from excitement.” 


Wormtail turned slightly pink but James grinned. 
“Tf it bothers you,” he said, stuffing the Snitch back in his pocket. 
“I’m bored,” said Sirius. “Wish it was full moon.” 


“You might,” said Lupin darkly from behind his book. “We’ve still got Transfiguration, if 
you’re bored you could test me... Here.” He held out his book. 


Sirius snorted. “I don’t need to look at that rubbish, I know it all.” 

“This’Il liven you up, Padfoot,” said James quietly. “Look who it is...” 

Sirius’s head turned. He had become very still, like a dog that has scented a rabbit. 
“Excellent,” he said softly. “Lizard.” 


Lily Evans was not like other Omegas. She kept her hair cut short and walked around in 
baggy robes, as if to hide her figure. She wore a pair of men’s dragonhide boots, and never 
bothered with make-up, not even a little mascara to darken her pale, colourless eyelashes. /t’s 
too bad, James always thought when he saw her. She might actually be pretty if she bothered 
with her appearance. Lily was strange, there was no other word for it; no one wanted to be 
her friend, except for Severus Snape. 


As Lily emerged from the shadows of the bushes and set off across the grass, Sirius and 
James stood up. Lupin and Wormtail remained sitting; Lupin was still staring down at his 
book, though his eyes were not moving and a faint frown line had appeared between his 
eyebrows. Wormtail was looking from Sirius and James to Lily with a look of avid 
anticipation on his face. 


“All right, Lizard?” Said James loudly. 


Lily reacted so fast it was as though she had been expecting an attack. Dropping her bag, she 
plunged her hand inside her robes, and her wand was halfway into the air when James 
shouted, “Expelliarmus!” 


Lily’s wand flew twelve feet into the air and fell with a little thud in the grass behind her. 
Sirius let out a bark of laughter. 


“Impedimenta!”’ he said, pointing his wand at Lily, who was knocked off her feet, halfway 
through a dive toward her own fallen wand. 


Students all around had turned to watch. Some of them had gotten to their feet and were 
edging nearer to watch. Some looked apprehensive, others entertained. 


Lily lay panting on the ground. James and Sirius advanced on her, wands up, James glancing 
over his shoulder at the Omegas at the water’s edge as he went. Wormtail was on his feet 
now, watching hungrily, edging around Lupin to get a clearer view. 


“We need you to settle a bet for us, Lizard. See, Sirius here isn’t convinced you aren’t really 
an Alpha. How about you lift those robes and prove you’re a real Omega?” 


“Fuck off!” Lily snarled. 
“Wash out your mouth,” said James coldly. “Scourgify!” 


Pink soap bubbles streamed from Lily’s mouth at once, the froth was covering her lips, 
making her gag, choking her— 


“Leave her ALONE!” 
James and Sirius looked around. James’s free hand jumped to his hair again. 


It was one of the Omegas from the lake edge. He had black, straight hair that hung around his 
shoulders and startlingly dark eyes. 


“All right, Severus?” said James, and the tone of his voice was suddenly pleasant, deeper, 
more mature. 


“Leave her alone,” Severus repeated. He was looking at James with every sign of great 
dislike. “What’s she done to you?” 


“Well,” said James, appearing to deliberate the point, “it’s more the fact that she exists, if you 
know what I mean...” 


Many of the surrounding watchers laughed, Sirius and Wormtail included, but Lupin, still 
apparently intent on his book, didn’t, and neither did Severus. 


“You think you’re funny,” he said coldly. “But you’re just an arrogant, bullying toerag, Potter. 
Leave her alone.” 


“T will if you go out with me, Severus,” said James quickly. “Go on... go out with me, and 
I'll never lay a wand on old Lizard again.” 


Severus’s gaze flickered behind James, and the sneer on his face suddenly shifted, turning 
coy. “Do you promise?” He asked, his voice turning dark and husky. 


James, having completely forgotten all about Lily, dropped the arm that was holding his 
wand. “Yeah, yeah,” he said, his voice cracking a little, as he ran his hand through his hair 
again. “We could grab a butterbeer, or— or go to that new teahouse that’s just opened up.” He 
took five rapid steps until he closed the distance between himself and Severus. “The 
weekend’s coming up—” 


Lily had ceased to exist as far as James was concerned; that is, until Sirius yelled out, “OY!” 


But it was too late. Lily was on her feet and flinging out a spell that knocked Sirius off his 
feet. James turned around to look, and as he did Severus pulled back his fist and punched him 
hard enough in the stomach that James promptly vomited all over the Slytherin. 


“HE THREW UP ON ME!” Severus shrieked as he scrubbed his skin pink in the prefect’s 
bathroom. All traces of vomit had long disappeared, but Severus still didn’t feel clean, 
wouldn’t until he had taken several layers of skin off at least. 


Lily huffed and kept her eyes carefully averted. There was a painting of a mermaid directly in 
front of her; the mermaid had pushed her breasts up with her hands and was now jiggling 
them for Lily’s benefit. Great, just great. Trapped between a perverted painting and a wet, 
naked Sev. This was going to lead to trouble. “I didn’t ask you to defend my honour,” she 
said. 


“But I did, and he threw up on me, Lils!” He ran his fingers through his hair. “Is it out? Did I 
get it all out? Come here and look.” 


“No.” 
“Why are you being so weird? We’re both Omegas. Please, Lily, I need your help.” 


Damn it all to hell. Lily turned around and sharply glanced over Sev’s pale form as he 
climbed out of the pool. “You’re fine,” she grunted and turned away again. 


“You didn’t even look.” 

“T did.” 

“You didn’t. Do it properly.” 

Oh my God, he was plotting her destruction. Sneaky, backstabbing Slytherin. 


Lily turned around. He was breathtaking. 


“Well?” He asked, smiling down at her. He was standing so close. Lily watched as a drop of 
water ran from the hollow of his collarbone, down his stomach, until it disappeared into the 
dark hair between his legs. “Am I clean?” 


“Yeah, uh, you’re fine,” Lily grunted. Now that she had been given permission to look, she 
couldn’t tear her eyes away. 


“Tm sorry, Lils.” 
“What do you have to be sorry about?” 
Sev shrugged. “Maybe Potter would stop if I just went out with him.” 


“Don’t be stupid. That wouldn’t stop him. It’s me. I’m just too... weird.” Lily sometimes 
wondered what life would be like if she had been the one to die at birth instead of her twin 
brother Liam. Liam, she imagined, would have been a proper Alpha. Liam would be able to 
go on dates with Sev, would be able to marry him, could give him children. He would be able 
to do everything Lily couldn’t. 


“You’re not ‘too weird.’ You’re Lily Evans. You’re amazing.” Sev smiled crookedly at her. 
“If I could pick any Alpha in the world, it would be you.” 


Lily’s face crumbled. “Don’t tease me!” 


“Lily, ’'m standing here in front of you completely naked. Do you really think I’m teasing 
you?” He snorted. “Now who’s the stupid one?” 


Lily almost couldn’t believe it, but she wasn’t going to let Sev slip from her fingers. She 
rocked up onto her toes, reaching up to pull Sev’s head down far enough to kiss him, pressing 
against him so that her robes were completely soaked. Sev groaned against her mouth and let 
her take control, let her dominate, his own instincts pushing him to get on his hands and 
knees for her, and Lily wanted that. She wanted to mount him, wanted to fill him up, wanted 
to wreck him on her knot. Instead, she shoved a thigh between his legs, let him rub himself 
against her. Someday, she thought as she kissed him fiercely. /’// find a potion or a charm— 
something to give me a knot, and I'll bond and breed this Omega. 


Bonobos 


Chapter Summary 


Bonobos are members of the great ape family and are our closest living relatives next to 
chimpanzees. But while chimpanzees have a strict hierarchy marked by violence, 
bonobos have fully embraced the concept of “make love, not war.” Sexual contact is 
common between members of the troupe, regardless of whether they are male or female, 
and they have been recorded performing oral sex and other acts that do not result in 
offspring. Bonobos engage in intercourse as a means of creating group cohesion and as a 
way of resolving conflict. 


This one is very short and silly. 


Remus Lupin was beyond tired. This had gone on for far too long. It was time someone put a 
stop to it. 


“THAT'S ENOUGH!” He shouted and he wondered if there wasn't something of Moony 
slipping into his words because the three boys jerked their heads to stare at him with wide, 
frightened eyes. 


James had flung a hex at Snape that had sent the other boy flying, and when the Slytherin had 
tried to pick up his wand, Sirius got to him first, kneeling next to him to grab his wrists. They 
remained frozen in their positions: Snape, on the ground, on his back, Sirius kneeling by his 
head, James standing by his feet, wand out. 


“This is ridiculous. You three are too old to keep doing this—” 
“They attacked me!’ Snape protested. 


“And who cursed their books to bite them yesterday?” Remus demanded. Snape said nothing 
to that. “I thought so. As a prefect, I'm telling you guys— apologize and make up.” 


Protests immediately welled up among all three of them, but Remus cut them off with the 
wave of his hand. 


“You can either do it here, right now, or I'll get McGonagall and Slughorn and you can do it 
while they supervise.” 


A couple of passing students giggled at this. One of them made kissing noises as she headed 
toward Astronomy. 


“Fine, fine,” James huffed. “You take his ass, Siri, I'll take his mouth.” 


“T'll bite your prick off,” Sev growled. 


“Wait a minute you two, I'm not going to let you hit it and run. You're going to do it properly, 
and everyone is going to enjoy themselves,” Remus warned. He glanced over them, trying to 

come up with a way to make it fair for everyone. “James, you blow Snape. Sirius, you can eat 
Snape out. After that I'm sure he'll be loose enough to take you both.” 


Snape slipped out of Sirius's grip and three a smug smirk over his shoulder as he stood up and 
lifted his robes. Sirius mouthed something unkind, but dropped down on his knees. James 
quickly following his lead. 


Remus's breathing grew heavier as he watched the three of them, his own hand slipping 
between his robes to palm his erection. 


Canines 


Chapter Summary 


Wolves and dogs are the exact same species. However, the domestication of the wolf has 
wrought interesting changes in the dog. These changes are called neoteny: the retention 
of juvenile features into adulthood. Neoteny can be seen in many species, including 
humans (compared to Neanderthals, our flatter faces, larger eyes, and shorter arms 
appear babyish). The psychology of a dog is much more playful and puppyish than that 
of a wolf. Their mating behaviors have also changed due to domestication: wolves will 
form fixed family groups with a single mated pair, whereas feral dogs will form a loose 
confederation with unrestricted mating among members of their own group and with 
outsiders. 


Pairings: Severus/Remus, Severus/Mulciber 


When Remus was ten years old, his father managed to locate another werewolf and the man 
had agreed to meet Remus, to talk with him and explain what he could expect upon entering 
puberty. “Don't bother trying to mate an omega who's not already a werewolf,” the man said 
gruffly, his expression grimacing with an old, never-healed pain. “They don't understand. 
They can't understand.” 


Remus had thought he meant they couldn't understand the transformation itself; the pain, the 
primordial urges, the bloodlust. Remus was wrong. 


Remus fought desperately against the transformation as Snape stared up at him, his large, 
black eyes growing wide with fear. Remus felt his mouth grow crowded as his teeth grew 
sharp and elongated, fur sprouted along his shoulders and down his back, his nails grew hard 
and jagged. And threw it all there was the sweet, sticky smell of heat. 


At the end of it, Remus was hunched over and panting, but still mostly human, only half- 

transformed. His yellow eyes flickered to a boarded up window where the moonlight was 
shining through the cracks, bathing him in its sickness. And yet... he was still him, and he 
didn't know why, didn't understand— 


Snape took a step back and Remus whipped his head in his direction, the smell of heat and 
slick and want filling his nostrils. Remus stopped caring about why and pounced. 


It was hard to kiss Snape with the wolf's teeth, but as he slipped his tongue between those 
thin lips — longer, this belonged to the wolf — Snape squealed and reached up to clutch his 
shoulders. He had to rock onto his tiptoes to reach him, and Snape wasn't short by any means, 


but Remus had grown so much larger, so much broader, that Snape had to scramble to hold 
on. 


This Omega is mine, Remus thought. He is my mate. He belongs to me. 


And even if he didn't say those words out loud, Snape seemed to have no protests. He went 
easily down on the floor, let Remus cover him, let him tear his clothes off, let him mount 
him. 


“Mine, mine, mine,” Remus growled as he thrust deep inside the Omega. Snape moaned and 
lifted his hips, rushing up to meet him halfway in a bone-shattering crush. His knot expanded 
and Snape screamed as Remus tied him. 


Remus woke up alone. He blinked up at the dust motes flitting through the sunlight. He was 
lying on his back, in the middle of the bedroom floor, his cock limp and hanging out of his 
torn trousers. He could still smell Snape's heat lingering in the air. 


He cast reparo on his clothing and made his way slowly back to the castle where he spotted 
the Marauders lingering by the door, their faces white with fear. 


“Snape, 1s he—” James choked out. 


“He's alive,” Remus grunted, too tired to say anything else. He shouldered past them, 
following the sweet scent as it wound its way through the corridors. All he wanted was to 
find Snape— Severus. His Omega. He didn't care about anything else. 


“See, I told you everything would be fine, you worry too much, Prongs. Moony would never 
actually hurt the git, no matter how much he might deserve it,” Sirius started chattering, in 
that nervous, anxious way he sometimes got. He could such a... a fucking pup, he played too 
much. Not a damned thought in that empty head of his. “Hey, what'd Snivellus do when he 
saw you? I bet he pissed his pants.” 


Remus turned quickly, his teeth bared as he lunged. “Do. Not. Call. Him. That,” Remus 
hissed, before turning back around and continuing his single-minded pursuit. 


The others hung back, Sirius staring after him like a beat dog. Good. Remus didn't want them 
around when he finally caught up to Severus. He was going to put that Omega on his knees, 
teach him not to run from his Alpha. 


Remus finally tracked him down to a bathroom, and as he pushed open the door he found 
Severus, his head tilted back, a smile on his lips, and Mulciber's fingers tangled in his black 
hair as he kissed along the column of his neck. The cloying scent of heat, heat, heat still 
pulsing through the air. 


“Looks like we've got company, Sev,” the Alpha said, grinning, as he licked a stripe along his 
throat. 


Severus blinked his eyes lazily, and that lust-filled gaze landed on Remus. “Oh. You're back. 
Give us a minute, will you?” 


Mulciber whined a little, but complied. “Hex him and you'll wish you'd never been born, 
Gryff,” the Slytherin hissed as he pushed past him, and Remus had to reign in the urge to tear 
open his throat with his teeth. 


As soon as Mulciber was gone, Remus turned on Severus. “What the fuck do you think 
you're doing with him?” 


“What do you mean?” He asked, as if he didn't understand. 
“He's an Alpha!” 
“Yes,” Severus spoke as if he was explaining 1+1=2 to Remus. “And I'm an Omega in heat.” 


“You are mine!” Remus growled, taking a step forward and only stopping when Severus 
whipped his wand out and leveled it at him. 


“Yours?” The Slytherin sounded more bewildered than frightened. “Is this some sort of 
werewolf thing? 'Me Tarzan, You Jane’?” 


“T mated you—” 


“So has half of Slytherin and a good chunk of Ravenclaw. That doesn't mean I belong to 
anyone, you Neanderthal. People don't belong to people. We don't go around bashing each 
other with stone clubs and enslaving whatever Omega takes their fancy. We've evolved. Well, 
some of us have,” Severus sneered, his gaze flickering over Remus. “I'm not going to be tied 
down just because you stuck your knot in me. I doubt you'll find any Omega willing to agree 
to that.” 


Severus, with his wand still aimed at Remus, said, “I won't tell anyone what you are, and for 
what it's worth... it was good.” He then slipped away, through the door to where Mulciber 
was waiting. 


Remus was left all alone. Next full moon he would find a way to bite Severus. One way or 
another, the Omega would be his. 


Clownfish 


Chapter Summary 


Clownfish live in a strict social matriarchy where the largest and most dominant female 
is the one on top. Clownfish are famous for being sequential hermaphrodites (one of the 
two types of hermaphroditism found in animals); this means that when the female 
clownfish of a group dies, the largest and most dominant male will then change sex, 
becoming the new female and taking charge of the group. 


Pairings: Severus/Lucius, Lucius/Narcissa, implied future Severus/Narcissa and 
Severus/Lucius/Narcissa 


Lucius had always known Severus was a spy for Dumbledore. His young protege had never 
been able to keep a secret from him, had never wanted to, really, and when Severus, after 
several days of anguish, finally admitted his misdeed, broke down and poured the whole ugly 
truth out, Lucius was delighted. Dumbledore was not the only one who fancied himself a 
chess master, but unlike the Headmaster or even the Dark Lord, Lucius's goals had always 
been smaller, more attainable. All Lucius wanted was for his family to have wealth and 
power, to be on top and stay on top. He saw how easily the winds could change; nothing in 
this world lasts, not people or governments or nations. One day the Ministry would be no 
more — as all things must come to an end — and it seemed more and more likely that the Dark 
Lord might be the one to strike the killing blow. Whatever his new government might be, 
Lucius was determined to be a part of it. 


But nothing is ever a guarantee in war. Best not to keep all your eggs in one basket. The Dark 
Lord might fail, Dumbledore and his Order might prove victorious, and it was better to have 
one of his own on the inside, to advocate for the family's interests, to ensure their survival. 
And Severus, after all these years, was very much family. 


A Fidelius Charm, Lucius proposed. Information protected by a Fidelius was magically 
shielded from Legilimency. It would protect Severus in case the Dark Lord decided to root 
through Lucius's mind for any disobedient thoughts. And so a pact was made, if the Dark 
Lord won, the Malfoys would do everything in their power to protect Severus. If Dumbledore 
won, Severus would do the same for them. 


Narcissa brought Draco to see him in the Ministry's holding cell. Draco, his pride and joy, 
Lucius wanted to reach out through the bars and touch one chubby fist though he knew that 
wasn't allowed. The Aurors would be on him in seconds. His birth had not been an easy one; 
it never was for an Alpha/Alpha couple. Narcissa, being a woman, had the right parts for it in 
addition to her penis and knot, but they were as undeveloped as a male Omega's cocklet was. 
Lucius knew Draco would be their only child. 


“Don't worry, Severus has explained everything. He always suspected you had been under the 
Imperius.” Here, Narcissa had dabbed her eye with a handkerchief, a wonderful show for the 
Aurors watching at their posts. “He kept meticulous notes throughout the war, bless that man. 
I wish I had realized it earlier.” 


Lucius made an aborted gesture to comfort her, before withdrawing his hand with a glance at 
the Aurors, as if he had forgotten they were there. “It's alright. You know I don't blame you. 
Death Eaters had invaded our home and you had Draco to worry about, our poor boy. You 
must have been so frightened.” He was perhaps laying it on too thick. Acting too much like 
the martyr; the Aurors would never believe it. 


“Oh, Lucius!” Narcissa exclaimed with tears in her eyes. Lucius had always applauded her 
ability to cry on command, and cry so prettily too. “We'll get you out! I believe in justice! 
When I think of the crazy Omega gobbling up all the Pureblood alphas as if he had a right to 
us, why I-I—” Narcissa stuttered off into an angry huff. She couldn't finish the sentence. 
Calling the Dark Lord a crazy Omega rattled the deeply ingrained fear that man had trained 
into them. Maybe it was for the best that Severus's side won. Severus was not afraid of 
Dumbledore, hated him, yes, and at times oddly desperate for the Headmaster's approval, but 
never fearful. 


“Tt's alright, love,” Lucius whispered. It's alright you stumbled over your lines, the play was a 
success. Thank you, thank you for all your hard work. 


Narcissa smiled, soft and genuine. 
“Time's up!” One of the Aurors announced. 


Once Narcissa and Draco were gone, Lucius sprawled across his bed and contemplated the 
future. Now that the Dark Lord was gone, the Death Eaters will turn to him for leadership 
and guidance. He was the Dark Lord's second-in-command, and as the new leader of the 
group— well, he was in for a few interesting months to say the least. An Omega. Lucius laid a 
palm over his stomach, imagining what it would be like. He wondered if the change would 
hurt, if it would be quick. He and Narcissa, and Severus too if he could convince him, would 
be able to have more children. Siblings for Draco, something Lucius had never got to have. 
He started to imagine them: Black-haired with grey eyes, or a pretty blonde with eyes so dark 
they looked unnatural. 


“All this trouble I've gone through for you, and I find you sleeping on a feather mattress?” A 
voice from above sneered. 


Lucius cracked open one eye and grinned up at Severus. “I have a bad back, you know. I 
simply had to request the cot be transfigured. It would be cruel to deprive me of a medical 
necessity.” Lucius opened his eyes a little wider and sat up. “Dear Severus, you look 
dreadful!” 


Severus, his tall, regal Severus, so grown up now from the boy he remembered at school was 
sweating profusely. There were dark circles under his eyes and, if Lucius looked closely, his 


hands were shaking. “Yes, well, while you were here enjoying your little vacation, I had work 
to do.” 


The Aurors opened his cell with a simple, “You're free to go,” said in such a way that Lucius 
interpreted as rather rough and brisk for someone of his station. 


He slipped his arm through Severus's— nevermind his rough prison uniform, the dirt he was 
smudging into the crisp, black wool because Severus clinging to him as if he would collapse 
at any moment. What was going on with the boy? 


As soon as they were out of sight, Severus cast Muffliato. “I can't take it anymore, Lucius. 
With the Dark Lord missing and you in prison, all of our former associates have been turning 
to me, begging me for help or wanting new orders. I am so glad you're free!” He wiped the 
sweat from his brow. “Merlin, why is it so hot?” 


“And here I thought you freed me because you were desperately in love with me,” Lucius 
teased. “And, Severus, it is not hot. It is nearly December. It is, in fact, freezing. Are you 
getting sick? You always do this, my friend, you forget to eat and sleep properly without 
someone to watch over you and now—” 


Lucius stopped mid-sentence. The smell of blood and something sweet, like pomegranates, 
filled his nostrils. Severus also stopped, his sallow face turning ghostly white. “Lucius,” he 
whimpered. “I think something's happened.” 


His Severus was injured, and there was still a part of Lucius that wanted to hunt down four 
particular Gryffindors and teach them a lesson they'd never forget. Pavlov's Response. But 
there were no silly Marauders, there was just Severus, and Lucius found himself dragging the 
man down the Ministry corridor and into the first restroom he spotted. 


He had barely had a chance to cast a locking spell when Severus started yanking up his robes 
to bare brand-new, white pants. Pants now soaked a bright red with blood. 


Lucius's heart stopped at the sight. He had seen more blood, more gore and viscera in his 
time as a Death Eater and yet this— these few tablespoons of the red stuff staining Severus's 
underwear and streaking down his thighs were enough to send him panicking. “Merlin! Did 
someone cast a silent curse on you? How much pain are you in?” 


“No pain,” Severus mumbled but Lucius was already on his knees, tugging at his pants, ready 
to examine the wound with an impatient, “Let me see, Severus.” 


Any other time, this would be a sight Lucius would gladly feast upon, but as it was he was 
too focused on the blood dripping from his taint just behind his testicles. Without thinking, 
Lucius reached behind and where he had expected a gorey wound, he found... soft folds. 
Moved by instinct, Lucius could not help but dip the tip of his finger inside, slipping into a 
wet, warm hole that gushed fluid — not blood this time, oh no, something clear and sweet- 
smelling. Pomegranates. Severus moaned above him and ground down on the digit, forcing it 
deeper into his body. Lucius started to piston his finger, in and out, slipping a second inside. 
He was tight, so tight, and as Lucius stared up at the ecstasy on the Alpha's — no, the Omega's 


face — Lucius felt himself in awe of this man. “You have done so much for us, so much, you 
deserve this. You deserve to be our new leader.” 


He gently pulled his fingers out of the man and stood up, ignoring Severus's needy whine. 
Lucius spelled away the blood and readjusted his robes, making him once more presentable. 
“T'm not deflowering you in a Ministry toilet,’ Lucius informed him, brushing back a lock of 
his hair. “I will make love to you properly, on a bed, with my wife present, and if you wish to 
revisit this sudden interest in public coupling, we will discuss it then.” 


Severus nodded a little blearily, already lost to the siren call of heat. Lucius leaned forward 
and kissed him gently on the lips. “I will give you many children,” he promised. He wanted 
to prove his worth to his new Omega, his beloved leader. “Powerful children. You know my 
lineage, my impeccable breeding. Prince and Malfoy, together. And my wife, will you let her 
sire a few children on you? All of the other Blacks are either dead, or imprisoned, or married 
into other families. Would you be willing to carry a few children with the Black family 
name?” 


Severus threw his arms around Lucius's neck. “Yes, yes, damn you! Just fuck me already!” 


Lucius chuckled, “As my Lord commands,” and disapparated him away. 


When the Dark Lord returned and summoned his followers, not a single one answered his 
call. They had all fled to Malfoy Manor, to seek refuge behind the robes of their new Omega, 
Lord Severus Black-Malfoy. 


His two eldest, Ramus and Rosa, twins, watched the meeting from their hiding spot on either 
side of Draco. They couldn't wait to tell their sleeping younger siblings — Carina, Perseus, 
and Maia — everything they had seen and heard. 


“What should we do, my Lord?” Nott asked, looking to his leader for answers. He was 
clutching his forearm, where the burning from the Dark Mark was becoming more and more 
unbearable. 


Severus frowned and rubbed his swollen belly. Lucius and Narcissa stood diligently on either 
side of him. “The mark is a link between your body and his mind,” Severus spoke slowly. 
Unlike the others, his Occlumency prevented him from feeling the Dark Lord's wrath. “If we 
cannot dam a river, then we will redirect it. I will overwrite his claim with my own.” 


Black Widows 


Chapter Notes 


Black Widow spiders are famous — or rather infamous — for the females’ predilection of 
cannibalizing their mates. Their name has even been given to female human serial 
killers known for killing their rich spouses to gain access to their funds. However, the 
black widow’s motives are nothing quite so frivolous; there is a reason to their behavior: 
black widows require a lot of nutrients to produce eggs, and the smaller, weaker males 
make easy prey. Why go out and potentially become prey yourself to something bigger 
and stronger, when there is good source of much needed protein standing right next to 
you? The males are sometimes — though certainly not always — sacrificed for his future 
offspring. 


No vore! I do not write vore, so if that is a concern you do not need to worry about 
reading this chapter. This is another silly joke chapter with some dark undertones, but 
nothing explicit. 


Pairings: Severus/Remus 


They say that the way to an Omega’s heart is through their stomach. 


The moment Severus started to come down from his high, Remus gently pulled out. He gave 
the man a quick kiss and let him relax in bed for a little while longer. He watched as Severus 
curled up on his side, tugging a pillow close to his chest, and then Remus was off, bounding 
down the steps two at a time. 


He reached his kitchen. He had a limited amount of time before Severus was roused from his 
dozing by his rumbling stomach. It was his father who taught him to cook. “You better be 
damned good at it,” Lyall had warned his son as he instructed him to knead the dough. 
“Especially if you plan to have more than one child. Take-out might work for the first baby, 
but that’s expensive and an Omega might start thinking you’re not a good provider. Might 
think you would look better spread across the table with an apple in your mouth than 
lukewarm ramen.” 


They had many long talks about children. “You think I’Il turn on you if you knock me up?” 
Severus demanded, angry at the implication. “I am a master Occlumens. I can keep any 
instincts and thoughts in check.” 


“Tt’s not so simple. It’s biology,” Remus tried to explain. “Trust me, I know what I’m talking 
about. I have a foreign mind invade my own every month.” 


When Severus’s heat began, Remus made sure he had everything prepared the night before. 
Some, like the cheesecake, were already baked. He pulled the cheesecake out of the fridge, 
pleased to see it had firmed up during the night and set it on the table. He threw on a frilly 
apron, quickly sauteed some vegetables, added them to the table. Then came salad, roast 
chicken, pea consommeé with mint, mashed potatoes, asparagus with drawn butter sauce, 
fluffy brown bread, cottage-cheese balls, stuffed mushrooms, and a mince pie. Remus had 
just finished plating their supper when Severus stumbled down the stairs, still looking a little 
heat-addled. His hand was rubbing his belly, lower down from his stomach, where the baby 
was forming. He stared at Remus hungrily, and not in a way Remus particularly liked. It was 
like those old Looney Tunes shows, two characters lost in a desert and one starts to imagine 
the other as nothing more than a walking, talking drumstick. 


Severus took a step forward, his eyes dark and unrecognizable; Remus doubted he even knew 
who he was at that moment. Remus, still wearing his pink, heart-shaped apron, gestured to 
the table. “Hungry, darling?” 


Severus blinked and looked at the table. Without a word, he dropped into a chair, picked up 
the entire roast chicken with his bare hands, and started to tear into it with crooked teeth. 
Remus sighed and took the seat across from him, keeping his distance lest Severus mistake 
one of his fingers for an appetizer. Remus added a modest portion to his plate and ate with 
fork and knife while Severus drank the soup straight from the bowl. 


Remus finished long before Severus did, and when the table had been demolished, Severus 
finally blinked up at him, and a little bit of his Severus— the real one, not this animal-thing 
that was all instinct, stared at him. “I’m absolutely stuffed,” Severus declared. 


Remus grinned and lifted his glass of wine in celebration. He had survived the gauntlet. At 
least, until the next time he impregnated Severus. 


Chickens 


Chapter Summary 


I was not originally planning to do chickens, but a recent discussion with an 
acquaintance left me gob smacked. Bird eggs are not vegan, but they are vegetarian. 
Chickens will lay eggs regardless of whether they are fertilized or not. If you are 
unfamiliar with this, think of it in terms of the human menstrual cycle. Every month, a 
uterus will prepare an egg and, if it is fertilized, it will eventually grow into a baby. If it 
is not fertilized, the egg and uterine lining will be shed, coming out of the vagina as 
blood and tissue. Chickens go through something similar. If an egg is not fertilized, it 
will be laid anyway to make room for a new egg to gestate. These unfertilized eggs do 
not contain any baby chickens, just the yolk that, if there had been a baby inside, it 
would have been consumed by the baby for nutrients. 


Another small joke chapter. The last chapter will not be silly. 


Pairings: None 


Severus woke up feeling bloated and heavy. 


He stumbled out of the bedroom and made his way to the bathroom. He sat down on the 
toilet; the mesh egg ring that he used every month to catch his eggs was tucked between the 
toilet and the counter. It would probably be a few more days until it was time to lay. 


He finished his business, flushed the toilet, and headed downstairs. He frowned at the thought 
of eating eggs again, but it was certainly the most economical option. Maybe he could use a 
few to make a nice quiche. Spice it up a little. 


Severus opened the refrigerator and grabbed one of the eggs in the bottom left drawer. It 
required two hands to hold. He would have plenty of leftovers this morning. He remembered 
pushing this thing out; it was a bit of a monster, and he had seriously considered going to 
hospital for assistance. He would bet a galleon that if it had been fertilized the baby would 
have been the greatest beater the Wizarding World had ever seen. 


With a shrug, Severus bashed the egg against the counter, expertly cracking it and letting it 
drip into the frying pan. 


Albatrosses 


Chapter Summary 


The albatross holds a special place in the myths and folklore of many peoples. Its most 
famous interpretation is that of a symbol of innocence, first described in The Rime of the 
Ancient Mariner by Samuel Taylor Coolridge (1797). The idiom “an albatross around 
his neck” comes from this poem, which means to bear a great burden and was the 
punishment the main character was forced to endure for killing an albatross. Albatrosses 
typically mate for life (though they sometimes “divorce” if they have too many failed 
breeding seasons in a row) and are one of the longest-lived animal species. They can 
live up to 50 years in the wild. Because of their long lifespan, they have fewer children 
than other bird species and spend a great deal of time raising and caring for their young. 
A fledgling albatross is not considered an adult until they are about five years old, but 
even then they often put off breeding for several more years. These young albatrosses 
will often spend years — up to 6 in larger species — flying and traveling before returning 
to their native breeding grounds to start a family. They are powerful flyers and 
wanderers at heart. 


Pairings: Severus/Lily 


Severus was settled comfortably on his broom, his son in front of him, one hand on the 
broomstick, the other wrapped around the boy’s waist to keep him in place. Apparition would 
have been easier, but few people preferred it over flying. There was something about flying, 
about seeing the land and sea pass underneath his feet, that fulfilled some ancient, primeval 
instinct inside of him. He wished he could ditch the broom and fly unaided like he used to, 
before he had his son, but it would be several more years before Harry was capable of that. 


“Are you excited to see Mum?” Severus asked over the sound of the wind and crashing 
waves. 


“Yeah!” Harry chirped out, bouncing a little and only stilling again when Severus 
admonished him. 


They had spent a whole year enjoying the quiet, steady life of a farm in Poland. It was time 
for a change of pace. Severus yearned for a proper city again. Where to next? It had been 
many, many years since he had crossed the Pond into the Americas. He could spend the next 
year in Montevideo. It boasted some of the most beautiful Art Deco architecture, and Harry 
could stand to learn a little culture. 


Ah, but he was getting a head of himself. It was Lily’s year to take him. Maybe the year after, 
when Severus had him again, he’d take him to all his favourite spots in Uruguay. 


They landed outside of Cokeworth and Severus transfigured their clothing into something 
more Muggle. Severus smiled, held out his hand, and Harry latched onto it, swinging it 
between them, and they made their way to the park where he knew Lily would already be 
waiting. 


Lily had taken charge, of course; she stood in the middle of the action, directing her sister and 
brother-in-law where to lay out the blanket. Dudley was already there, running around like a 
menace. Food was being unpacked, Vernon sneaked a sandwich, Dudley was about to get 
stung by a bee if he didn’t stop trying to catch it, and Rose and Henry were canoodling on a 
stone bench. His own parents were missing, and even if he had hated them, the holes they had 
left behind in his heart still caused him pain. 


“Severus, Harry, you finally made it!” Rose, his mother-in-law called out, waving them over. 


“Grandma! Grandpa!” Harry cried out, rushing over to give them each a great big hug. Henry 
ruffled his hair and sneaked him a piece of candy. It was obvious Harry was his favourite, and 
not just because he was his namesake. 


“Oy! What am I? Chopped liver?” Lily demanded with a smile. 


Harry pulled away, and the grin on his face only got bigger as his eyes shined. “Mum!” He 
whispered and launched himself right into Lily’s waist, nearly bowling her over. 


They all settled in to eat. Severus and Petunia silently battled it out between them as they 
glared at each other between bites of chicken salad. It only ended when Lily grabbed his 
hand, interlaced their fingers, and kissed his knuckles. Petunia huffed, turned to Vernon, and 
said, “Hold my hand.” 


“Are you mad? Can’t you see I’m eating?” 


The rest of them tried to contain their giggles as Petunia started to berate her husband on his 
lack of romance. Vernon tried to defend himself by saying, “Now, now, didn’t I take you to 
that car show just last year?” 


“Car show? Car show? You think I care about stupid cars? You took yourself to that!” Petunia 
sputtered. 


Severus, feeling magnanimous, handed her a small dessert fork and whispered, “Here, stab 
him with this. We’ll all back you up.” 


When their bellies were full, Rose and Henry took control of Harry and Dudley, promising 
them a fun trip around town, while the two couples wandered off. Despite their earlier 
bickering, Petunia and Vernon were now cuddling as they wandered back to Petunia’s 
childhood home, the former looking absolutely dwarfed by the latter. Severus and Lily, their 
hands still linked, took a circuitous route to Spinner’s End. 


Severus unlocked the door and was pleasantly surprised to see the renter this past year had 
left it clean and in good repair. He wondered where the young college girl had flown off to, 


what new adventure and new places were on the horizon for her. Cokeworth was nothing 
special, but it was home, and he hoped it was memorable to her. 


“Hey, head out of the clouds, mister,” Lily said, jostling his shoulder and then she was 
tugging, pulling him up the stairs, to the old childhood bedroom where she had taken his 
virginity so many years ago. His Alpha, her Omega. 


A few blissful weeks later, they all returned to the park for another picnic, but this time it was 
a little quieter, a little somber, as they said their goodbyes. It was hard to leave, but it was 
harder to stay. That primal drive, the need to fly, to run, to explore was forever pushing them. 
As the meal came to an end, Henry stood up, lifted a glass of wine, and said his traditional 
parting, “May we all meet here again next year, if the fates allow.” The party broke up, with 
kisses and hugs, the Evanses and Dursleys each climbing into their respective cars. 


Lily pressed one last lingering kiss to lips, turned to Harry and asked, “Ready?” 


Lily pulled her broom from her pocket, enlarged it, and helped Harry straddle the shaft. 
“Count to three, Harry!” Lily said. 


“One, two—” And Lily took off, Harry shrieking, “You cheated! I didn’t reach three!” 


Severus, his smile soft, watched them until they disappeared into the clouds, knowing that 
even though it was Lily’s turn to take Harry, Severus would not be alone for long. Lily had 
left behind a little present inside him. 


With a careful glance around him, he lifted off— no broom, no enchantments, just his own 
body cutting through clouds like butter. Sweden. He’ll go to Sweden this year, it boasted 
some of the best maternal care in the world, and then he’II visit Montevideo the year after. 


“Are you excited to see your big brother?” Severus asked Violet as they flew over the 
Midlands. 


“You bet I am!” Violet crowed, doing barrel rolls on her broom just to show off. Seventeen. 
His little girl was already seventeen. Harry will be shocked to see her. She had only been 
eleven the last time they had met. How had the time passed so quickly? Next year she’Il be 
off wandering the world and it would be years and years before Severus would see her again. 
Just like Harry. Harry. His Harry was a young man now, twenty-four years, just now 
returning after six years abroad. Severus had his letters, his pictures, but it wasn’t the same as 
seeing him in person. 


They made their way to the park. Lily was there, in charge, as always. There were a few more 
empty spots. No Rose, no Henry, no Dudley- still flying, still wandering, will he ever come 
home? 


And Harry, his little Harry, not so little anymore, taller than even him now. Black hair, green 
eyes, dwarfing his mother as he followed her directions. He stopped and dropped the blanket 
when he spotted the two of them. “Violet!?” Harry called out and rushed them. He hugged his 


little sister, gleefully ignoring her shouts of, “You’re crushing me!” before setting her down 
and mussing her black, curly hair. Then he turned to Severus. 


His smile softened, and he leaned forward to hug him. “Dad, I missed you so much.” 


Severus let himself sink into it for a moment, but only for a moment, because he still had so 
much baggage leftover from his childhood and he’! be damned before he let his children see 
him cry, even if it was from happiness. He pulled away after a minute, and gruffly said, “I’m 
hungry, are we eating or not?” 


Harry laughed and they all made their way over. Lily brushed against his shoulder as they 
settled on the blanket. There was more grey in her hair this year than last. Severus was going 
to tease her mercilessly for it. His hair was still perfectly black— at least the hair on top of his 
head. If he ever grew out his beard it would be as grey as Lily. 


“So, have you met anyone?” Lily asked Harry, making her son blush. 


“Yeah, I have actually,” Harry said, somehow growing even redder (a curse he got from Lily, 
damn their complexions). “Her name is Ginny. Ginny Weasley.” 


Severus had heard of the Weasleys, of course, but had never actually met any of them; 
surprisingly, since they were a famously large brood. 


“And will we be seeing her next year?” 
Harry coughed. “Actually, I agreed to visit her at her breeding grounds.” 
Lily froze. Severus’s pale face turned ashen. “Oh,” Lily whispered. 


This was it. This was the last time they would ever see him in person. Harry would leave, and 
cleave himself to this Ginny Weasley, her mate for life. 


The weeks passed. Severus and Lily and Violet spent every minute they could in Harry’s 
presence, making the most of their time together. At night, they separated; Violet joining 
Harry in the B&B he had rented, and Severus and Lily to that little house in Spinner’s End. 
When it came time to leave, they had one last picnic in the park. “It’s so different without 
Dad here,” Lily said. 


“You should be the one to say it,” Petunia suddenly said. 
“Say what?” 

“You know what.” 

“But you’re the oldest—” Lily tried to protest. 


“Just say it! It can only be you, you know that,” Petunia insisted, and with a gulp Lily stood 
up. 


She held out her glass. “May we all meet here again next year, if the fates allow,” she said, 
her voice cracking a little, as she swept her gaze over all of them. 
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